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THE ENIGMATIC 
MADAME DAUBREUIL 

whom men and women spoke of in whispers, 
was a woman of great charm, with the grace- 

- fully rounded figure of full maturity; raven 

hair, parted demurely in the madonna style; — 
___ and sensuous, half-parted lips, which seemed 
always to be hovering on the verge of a 

‘Inysterious smile. 

‘i z There was something almost exaggeratedly 

feminine about her, at once yielding and 

seductive. 

Ze But there was something ain thought 
Hercule a that was subtly, terrifyingly 

: dangerous . . 
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Chapter One 

A FELLOW TRAVELER 

ngely enough, this tale of mine “opens in much the — 
fashion. Only the lady who gave utterance to the 
m. ation was not a Duchess! 

s a day in early June. I had been transacting some 
ess in Paris and was returning by the morning service | 

the Belgian ex-detective, Hercule Poirot. 

alais express was singularly empty—in fact, my 
partment held only one other traveler. I had 
omewhat hurried departure from the hotel and 

‘was busy assuring myself that I had duly collected all my . 

ee the train started. Up till then I had hardly 

“ the window and stuck her head out, withdrawing 
ment later with the brief and forcible ejaculation 

hwoman blush! 
looked up now, frowning ee into a pretty, im-— 

ident face, pppeountct bya rakish little red hat. A thick 
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cuted an expressive grimace. : 
“Dear me,’ we've shocked the kind pie ie ob- 

_ served to an imaginary audience. “I apologize for my an- 
guage! Most unladylike, and all that, but oh, Lord, there 
reason enough for it! Do ie know I’ve lost my only 
sister?” ; ‘ 

“Really?” I said politely. “How unfoeereeg cs :. 
“He disapproves!” remarked the lady. “He disapproy h 

_utterly—of me, and of my sister—which last is unfair, 
cause he hasn’t seen her!” 

I | opened my mouth, but she forestalled me 

den and eat worms! I am-crushed!”” 
~_ She buried herself behind a he comic French pp 

ing, and in a minute she had tossed the paper: aside, al 
had burst into a merry peal of laughter, 
“I knew you weren’t such a mutt as you mr 

cried. F 

The a was certainly all that I most See he — 
was no reason why I should make myself ridiculous. 
attitude. I prepared to unbend. After all, she \ was sly prey “ 

“There! Now we're friends!” declared the 1 minx. x. “Say 
you're sorry about my sister— oda os 
~ “T am desolated!”’ Be 
_ “That's a good boy!” ina 

~~. “Let me finish. I was going to add eo. ‘ hough Tam 
- desolated, I can manage to put up with her absen "¢ very y 
well.” I made a little bow. 5 13 : 
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I fens facel ‘Not one of us,’ it said. And you were. Hehe 
ee mind you, it’s pretty hard to tell nowadays. 

zi = hate a fellow who gets fresh. It makes me mad.” 
e shook her head vigorously. 

A or’ little devil! Don’t care what I say, or whine I 
, either! I nearly did a chap in once. Yes, really. He'd 

deserved it too. Italian blood I've got. I shall get into 
one of these days.” 
1” I begged, “don’ t get mad with me.” 

Bi you | looked so disapproving that I never thought 
should make friends.” 

ll, we have. Tell me something about yourself.” 
’m an actress. No—not the kind you’re thinking of, 
ning at the Savoy covered with jewelry, and with their 

Paden. . 
“Ym American born, but I’ve spent most of my life in 

land. ae got a new show now— 

ster and I: Sort of song and dance, and a bit of | 
1 a dash of the old business Haha in. It hits 



in London, and he’s doing extraordinarily well He's 
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_ ble to me. Yet I found myself evincing an increasing inter- 
est in her. She seemed such a curious mixture of child pire, 

; ‘hing re pees ingenuous in her ince presi 
toward life, and her whole-hearted determination t o- 
“make good.” This glimpse of a world unknown to ‘me : 

_ was not without its charm, and I penis seeing her vivid | 
little cota light up as she talked. 

ee of what was in my mind. — 
“Thinking of the War?” nes ue 

~ I nodded. ie 
“You were oe it, I suppose?” i 

_ Thad a half- fledged Army job for a bit. I'ma sort of p 
vate secretary now to an M.P.” eee 
— That’s brainy!” e oe 
“No, it isn’t. There’s really awfully little to 0 do. Usual ul. 

i got Pea is to fall back upon.” 
“Don’t say you collect bugs!” 
“No. I share rooms with a very interesting man. He 

‘avery marvelous little man. Time and again he has 
to be right where the official police have failed.” 
_My companion listened with widening eyes. a 

: “Isn’t that interesting now? I just adore crime. I pall — 
the mysteries on the movies. And when there’s a m 
_ on I just devour the papers.” mae 

_ “Do you remember the See: Case?” I asked. ; 
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t me see, was + that the old ‘Sai who was asl 

n: ing to my subject, I ran over the affair, pa nt . 
1€ oe? and oe denouement. ahs 

aan gracious mel” cried my companion. 
’s my powder-puff?” 
roceeded to bedaub her face liberally, and then _ 
a stick of lip salve to her lips, observing the effect 

Be sanity box away in her bag. “‘That’s better. Keep- 
appearances is a bit of a fag, but if a girl respects _ 
it’s up tovher not to let herself get slack.” Lose. 
ured a couple of porters, and we alighted on the 

rm. My companion held out her hand. 
od-by, and I'll mind my language better in future.” 
ot peeely you'll let me look after you on the 

‘nice of you. I’ll tell her what you say. But I 
acy we'll meet again. You've been very good to 

le journey, especially after I cheeked you as I did. 
your face ed first thing is quite true. I’m 
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“So good-by,” she finished, in lighter te 
“Arent you even going to tll me 
“cea ae . 

She 1] ked over her shoulder. A 
each . She was like a lovely pi 

“Cinderella,” she said, and laughe 
So teed Tank wien ae ee 
ea ; 



Chapter Two 

An APPEAL FOR HELP 

[AS FIVE MINUTES PAST NINE when I entered our joint 
-room for breakfast on the following morning. My — 
| Poirot, exact to the minute as usual, was just tap- 

ag the shell of his second egg. 
Hie beamed upon me as I entered. 

ave slept well, yes? You have recovered from the 
so terrible? It is a marvel, almost you are exact 

i tle man! es five feet four inches, egg-shaped. 
ried a little to one side, eyes that shone green when — 
xcited, ‘stiff military mustache, air of dignity im- 

He was neat and dandified in appearance. For neat- 

bic: a detective to solve a problem. Then he © 
p his egg-shaped head with absurd complacency, : 

ay cells, mon ami!” 
ilip into my seat, and remarked ated in answer to 
rot’s greeting, that an hour’s sea passage from Calais to 

‘age be rae ie the epithet “terrible.” 

ny kind he had an absolute ieee To seean 

ark with great satisfaction, “The true work, it is 
a within. The little gray cells—remember ares: nh 
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_ Poirot waved his egg-spoon in vigorous refutation. 
“my remark, “Du tout! If for an hour one experiences sen- 
sations and emotions of the most terrible, one has lived | 

_ many hours! Does not one of your English poets Say that | 
time is counted, not by hours, but by heartbeats?” 

a | fancy Browning was referring to something more ro 
mantic than seasickness, though.’ it ] 

“Because he was an Englishman, an Islander to whor i 
la Manche was nothing. Oh, you English! With nous au 
tres it is different.” | 

Suddenly he stiffened and pointed a dramatic finger l 
the toast rack. er 

“Ah, par exemple, c'est trop fort!” be cried. 
“What is it?” 
“This piece of toast. You remark him not?” He whipped | 

the offender out of the rack, and held it up ine mn to 
examine. 
“Ts it square? No. Is it a triangle? Again no. Ts it even 
round? No. Is it of any shape remotely pleasing to the 
eye? What symmetry have we here? None.” 2S tel ee 

_ “It’s cut from a cottage loaf, Poirot,” I explained sooth: 
ingly. a 
Poirot threw me a withering glance: eee 
“What an ore has my friend a Hastings 

no baker should permit himself to bake!” _ 
I endeavored to distract his mind. 
“Anything interesting come by the post?” 
Poirot shook his head with : a dissatisfied ars 5. 
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at was—how many months see my friend?” — 
Je shook his head despondently. - = e 
Cheer up, Poirot, the luck will change. Open your 

rs. For all you know, there may be a jboss Case loom- 

smiled, and taking up the neat little letter opener 
ch he opened his coe ae he slit the tops i 

. Another bill. Tt is that I grow extravagant in 
age. Aha! a note from Japp.” __ ie 
I pricked up my ears. ‘The Scotland Yard i inspec- ne 

H merely thanks me (in his fashion) for a little point 
berystwyth Case on which I was able to set him oe 

, and that he was glad t to have had the chance a | 
ac} in on the case.” rai 
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Villa Genevieve 
Merlinville-sur-Mer — 
France 4 

Dear Sir, 
I am in need of the services of a detective and, for rea- 

sons which I will give you later, do not wish to call in the 
official police. I have heard of you from several quarters, — 
and all reports go to show that you are not only a man of — 
decided ability, but one who also knows how to be discreet. 3 
I do not wish to trust details to the post, but, on account of 
a secret I possess, I go in daily fear of my life. I am con 
vinced that the danger is imminent, and therefore I beg — 
that you will lose no time in crossing to France. I will send 
a car to meet you at Calais, if you will wire me when you ~ 
are arriving. I shall be obliged tf you will drop all cases yo 
have on hand, and devote yourself solely to my interests. 

* 

time, as it may be necessary for you to go out to ina me 
where I spent several years of my life. I shall be content for 
you to name your own fee. 

Assuring you once more that the matter is urgent, ug 
Yours faithfully — 
P. T. biinhsi <p 2 

_ Below the signature was a hastily scrawled line, almos f 
“illegible: For God’s sake, come! i 

I handed the letter back to Poirot with quickene 
pulses. ee: 

“At last!” I said. “Here is something distincely out of 
the ordinary.” — 

“Yes, indeed,” said Poirot meditatively. 
“You will go, of course,” I continued. ~ >a 

~ Poirot nodded. He was ee — Fal 4 

His face was very grave. 
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ons: my friend, there is no time to lose. The Con- 

mtal express leaves Victoria at 11 o’clock. Do not agi- 
ourself. There is plenty of time. We can allow ten 
tes for discussion. You accompany me, n’ est-ce pas?” 
l ell— Lid x 

ou told me yourself that your employer needed you 
or the next few wee 
h, that’s all right. But this Mr. Renauld hints strongly 

t his business is private.” 
ta-ta. I will manage M, Renauld. By the way, I 
know the name?” 

there’s a well-known South American millionaire. 
name’s Renauld, though he’s English, I think. I don’t 

hether it could be the same.” 
‘But without doubt. That explains the mention of 
itiago, Santiago is in Chile, and Chile it is in South 
rica! Ah, but we progress finely.” 

me, Poirot,” I said, my excitement rising, “I 

some goodly shekels in this. If we succeed, we shall 
our fortunes!” 

lo not be too sure of that, my friend. A rich man and | 
mey are not so easily parted. Me, I have seen a well- 
millionaire turn out a tramful of people to seek 
pped halfpenny.” - 

acknowledged the wisdom of this. 
any case,” continued Poirot, “it is not the money - 
attracts me here. Certainly it will be pleasant to 
rte blanche in our investigations, one can be sure 
ay of wasting no time, but it is something a little 

2 in this problem which arouses my interest. You 
rked the postscript? How did it strike you?” 

I idered. “Clearly he wrote the letter keeping him- 
E well'in hand, but at the end his self-control snapped 

the impulse of the moment, he scrawled those four — 
ate words.” 

t my ca shook his head energetically. 
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“You are in error. See you not that while the ink of the | 

signature is nearly black, that of the Pee is ae q 
pale?” 

“Well?” I said puzzled. : 
“Mon Dieu, mon ami, but use your little gray cells! Is 

it not obvious? M. Renauld wrote his letter. Without blot- 1 
ting it, he reread it carefully. Then, not on impulse, but : 
deliberately, he added those last words, and blotted ae 
sheet.” 

“But. why?” 
“Parbleu! so that it should produce the effect pigs me 

‘that it has upon you.” 
“What?” . 
“Mais, oui—to make sure of my coming! He reread: 

letter and was dissatisfied. It was not strong enough!” — 
_. He paused, and then added softly, his eyes shining with 

that green light that always betokened inward excitement, 
“And so, mon ami, since that postscript was added, not om 
impulse, but soberly, in cold blood, the URED is ve 
great, and we must reach him as soon as possible.” 

: “Merlinville,” I murmured thoughtfully. “Te heard of 
it, I think.” 

Poirot nodded. “It is a quiet little place—but chitel: Ie 
lies about midway between Boulogne and Calais. It is the 
fashion. Rich English people who wish to be quiet. 

» Renauld hasa house in England, I suppose?” ; 
: “Yes, i in Rutland Gate, as far as I remember. Also a 
place in the country, somewhere in Hertfordshire. But 

really know very little about him; he doesn’t do much 
a social way. I believe he has large South American int 
ests in the City, and has spent most of his life out in Chi 

and the Argentine.” 
Well, we shall hear all details from the man hhimse 
Come, let us pack. A small suitcase each, and then a 
to Victoria.” 

“And the Countess?” I inquired with a smile. : 



few cians Oe ahve remember that, Hastings.” : > i 

leven o’clock saw our departure from Victoria on our. 

me seasick enbhy, Poirot,” I observed netic 
Iled our conversation at breakfast. — - we, 

y friend, who was anxiously scanning the weet ag 
ed ‘reproachful face upon me. acs 
it that you have forgotten the method most excellent 

suier? His system, I practice it always. One bal- 
oneself, if you: remember, turning the head from left 
t, breathing in and out, counting six between each 2a 

I demurred. “You'll be rather tired of balancing tas 
and counting six by the time you get to oe ee 

nos ieee or wherever it is you land.” eS 

+ to and a, ponies journeys, and agitating ae a 
tk is done from within—here—” he erpes his fore- oa. 

d significantly. : 
ual; this remark roused my argumentative faculty. ie 
Il very well, Poirot, but I think you are falling into 
pee certain things too much. A fee 
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“But surely the study of fingerprints and footprints, 

different kinds of mud, and other clues that comprise the 
minute observation of details—all € are of vital im- 
portance?” 4 

“But certainly. I have never said otherwise. The tiated “a 
observer, the expert, without doubt he is useful! But the — 
others, the Hercule Poirots, they are above the experts! — 
To them the experts bring the facts. Their business is the — 
method of the crime, its logical deduction, the proper 
sequence and order of the facts; above all, the true psy- 
chology of the case. You have hunted the fox, yes?” 

“I have hunted a bit, now and again,” I said, rather 
bewildered by this abrupt change of subject. “Why?” 
“Eh bien, this hunting of the fox, you need the dogs, no?" i 
“Hounds,” I corrected gently. “Yes, of course.’ 

_ “But yet,” Poirot wagged his finger at me, “you did not 
descend from your horse and run along the ground smell- 
ing with your nose and uttering loud Ow Ows?” 

In spite of myself I laughed immoderately. Poirot 
_ nodded in a satisfied manner. 

~ “So. You leave the work of the d—hounds to the hounds. 
Yet you demand that I, Hercule Poirot, should make — 
myself ridiculous by lying down (possibly on damp grass 
to study hypothetical footprints. Remember the Plymouth 
Express mystery. The good Japp departed to make a 
survey of the railway line. When he returned, I, without 
having moved from my apartments, was able to poe hi 
exactly what he had found.” 

“So you are of the opinion that Japp wasted his time. 
“Not at all, since his evidence confirmed my theory. Bu 

I should have wasted my time if J had gone. It is the sami 
with so called experts. Remember the handwriting tes- 
_timony in the Cavendish Case. One counsel’s questioning — 
brings out testimony as to the resemblances, the defen: e° 
brings. evidence to show eee All the pene 



And Feprdokega m mind is faced with ine ques: 
Jee Because. it was actually his? Or because some- 

on ami, and answered it correctly.” 
d Poirot, pavite effectually silenced, if not eonvinced, 

het a ceaier! method had once more pire 
ope! a poling Poirot joined me on Siepenmer 

— been delayed in transit. 
it is carte blanche, we will hire a car,” he said 

ly. And a few minutes later saw us creaking and — 
ong, in the most ramshackle of automobiles that 

you, yes. For me, I have work to do, remember, 2} 
i urney’ s en alt 

ul” I said cheerfully. “You will discover all, ensure ra 
Renauld’s Safety, run the would-be assassins to ts 

feel ee assured. of success. Are you not 
and only Hercule Poirot?” 

t my little friend did not rise to the bait. He was 
ng me gravely. — 

e what the Scotch people call can Hastings. I 
99 



i 
ahs. 

i { 
“ 
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“Afraid of what?” ; 
“I do not. know. But I have a premonition—a fe ne : 

sais quoi!” q 
He spoke so gravely that I was impressed in spite of i 

myself. 
“I have a feeling,” he said slowly, ‘ ‘that this is going to | 

be a big affair—a long, troublesome problem that will 
- not be easy to work out.” | 

- I would have questioned him further, but we were just — 
coming. into the little town of Merlinville, and we slowed q 
up to inquire the way to the Villa Genevieve. 

“Straight on, monsieur, through the town. The Villa. 4 
Geneviéve is about half a mile the other side. You cannot 
miss it. A big villa, overlooking the sea.” 3 
We thanked our informant, and drove on, leaving the ‘a 

town behind. A fork in the road brought us to a second” 
halt. A peasant was trudging toward us, and we waited for — 
him to come up to us in order to ask the way again. There a 
was a tiny villa standing right by the road, but it was too 
small and dilapidated to be the one we wanted. As we wait- 
ed, the gate of it swung open and a girlcameout. = 
The peasant was passing us now, and the driver leaned 

=e 

forward from his seat and asked for direction. 
__ “The Villa Geneviéver Just a few steps up this road t 
the right, monsieur. You could see it if it were not for the 
curve.’ 4) 

The chauffeur thanked him, and started the car again. 
My eyes were fascinated by the girl who still stood, witl 
one hand on the gate, watching us. I am an admirer o 

_ beauty, and here was one whom nobody could have passed 
_ without remark. Very tall, with the proportions of a you 

_ goddess, her uncovered golden head gleaming in the sun- 
light, I swore to myself that she was one of the most beau- — 

-tiful girls I had ever seen. As we swung up the ° rough aa 2 * 
I turned my head to look after her. ie 

: By Jove, Poirot,” I exclaimed, “did you see > that you 



ami, two anaes rarely see the same e thing. You, | 
ste inCe, saw a paces —" he hesitated. 

a * gi with anxious eyes,” said Poirot 



Chapter Three 

AT THE VILLA GENEVIEVE 

IN A MOMENT Poirot had leaped from the car, his eyes 
blazing with excitement. He caught the man by the 
shoulder. “What is that you say? Murdered? When? How?” — 

The sergent de ville drew himself up. “I cannot answer 
any questions, monsieur.” a 

“True. I comprehend.” Poirot reflected for a minute. — 
“The Commissary « of Police, he is without doubt waccree: 

“Yes, monsieur.” ‘a 
Poirot took out a card, and scribbled a few words on it, 

“Voila! Will you have the goodness to see that this card i is 
sent in to the commissary at once?” + 
The man took it and, turning his head over his shoulder,” ? 

whistled. In a few seconds a comrade joined him and was 
handed Poirot’s message. There was a wait of some min- 

utes, and then a short stout man with a huge mustache 
came bustling down to the gate. The eigen de ville 
saluted and steod aside. ee 
“My dear M. Poirot,” cried the newcomer, “I am de- 

_ lighted to see you. Your arrival is most opportune.” — 
Poirot’s face had lighted up. 

___ “M. Bex! This is indeed a pleasure.” He turned to sae 
“This is an English friend of mine, Captain Hate 

_ Lucien Bex.” 
_ The commissary and I bowed to each other ceremoni a 
ously, then M. Bex turned once more to Poirot. aS 

__ Ostend. I heard that you had left the Force?” 
~ “So I have. I run a private busines i in London.” 

assist us?” 
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acré tonnerre!” ejaculated the Frenchman. “So he 
w his own murder? That upsets our theories con- 

sage But come inside.” 

= -man. You will like him. Most sympathetic. ae 
in his ese but an excellent judge.” : 

goes: to show that the death must have ‘occurred ie 

had arrived at the steps which led up to the front ie 
the villa. In the hall another sergent de ville was _ 
He rose at sight of the commissary. 
re is M. Hautet now?” gg the latter. 

‘opened a door to the left of the hall and we of 

n, with piercing ae eyes, oe a anes cut pray beard, * 
he'had a habit of caressing as he talked. Standing _ 

and is about to te his interrogations. A e 

ve eae Suni evidence daa that of the — 

the salon, monsieur.” a eae 

M. Hautet and his ‘clerk were = at a big - ; 
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t 

_ time to prevent my client’s death, but I feel myself baine 

commissary finished speaking. “You hae the letter here, 
monsieur?’ 

Poirot handed it to him, and the magistrate at § it 
“H’m. He speaks of a secret. What a pity he was not 

more explicit. We are much indebted to you, M. Poirot. I 
hope you will do us the honor of assisting us in our investi- 
gations. Or are you obliged to return to London?” 

“M. le juge, I propose to remain. I did not arrive in 

in honor to discover the assassin.” 
The magistrate bowed. - m 

_ “These sentiments do you honor. Also, without doub i 
Madame Renauld will wish to retain your services. We 
are expecting M. Giraud from the Sdreté in Paris any 9 
moment, and I am sure that you and he will be able to give © 
each other mutual assistance in your investigations. In — 
the meantime, I hope that you will do me the honor to be - 
present at my interrogations, and I need hardly say that if 
there is any assistance you require it is at your disposal.” 

“I thank you, monsieur. You will comprehend that 
present I am completely in the dark. I know nothing - : 
whatever.” 

M. Hautet nodded to the commissary, and the late 
took up the tale: 

“This morning, the old servant Francoise, on descen 
ing to start her work, found the front per a sien | 

out doubt, risen oh and gone for a stroll.” 
“Pardon, monsieur, for interrupting, but was that 

common eae of his?” 
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e, “was s horrified to discover her. ‘gagged and bound, 
pet at the same moment news was sabe oa that 

; That i is one of the most extraordinary features of the 
M. Poirot, the el was lying, face downward, in an 

° staal of the villa eco hi 
Se he had been dead—how long?” 

must ive taken ang at least seven, and potsibly ‘ 
hours. previously.” 
m, that fixes it at between midnight and three a. m.”” 

‘© a.m., which narrows the field still further. Death 
have been ee tancons, and naturally could not 

oirot nodded, aed the commissary resumed: 
Madame Renauld was hastily freed from the cords 

at bound her by the horrified servants. She was in a 

ain of her bonds, It appears that two masked men — 
red the bedroom, gagged and bound her, while forcibly 

~ . ‘ . . 
and immediately prescribed a sedative, and we have 

yet been able to question her. But without doubt ~ 
jill awake more calm, and be equal to bearing the © 
1 of the aan ; 

nto an alarming state of agitation. On arrival, Dr. 



_ with the English milord. Never did I imagine— 

: “There is old Fait the housekeeper! she li 
many years with the former owners of the Villa Gen 
Then aed are two young girls, sisters, Denise and I 

whom M. Renauld brought over from sen with hi 
_ but he is away on a holiday. Finally there are Ma 

_ Renauld and her son, M. Jack Renauld. ere Ps is 
from home at present.” 

Poirot bowed his head. 
M. Hautet spoke: “Marchand!” 
The sergent de ville appeared. — 
“Bring in the woman Frangoise.” ; ee 
The man saluted, and disappeared. Ina moment « or ey 

he returned, escorting the frightened Francoise. 
“Your name is Francoise Arrichet?” . oe 

- “Yes, monsieur.” tre nk 
“You have been a long time in service at the Villa 

Genevieve?” Me 
“Eleven years with Madame la Vicomtesse. Th whe 
she sold the villa this spring, I consented to ‘remain on 

_ The magistrate cut her short. — eae 
“Without doubt, without doubt. Now, Frangoise, 

this matter of the front door, whose business. 
fasten it at night?” : ; 

“Mine, monsieur. Always I saw to it it myself 
“And last night?” ; 
_ “TJ fastened it as usual.” 
“You are sure of that?” : 
_“T swear it by the blessed saints, monsieur, 

_ “What time would that be?” 
= ; “The same time as usual, half-past ten, monsi 
» “What about the rest of the household, ‘had 1 
~ to bed?” ae, 
“Madame had peas some time -befas 
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ie went up with me. Monsieur was still in his study.” 
hen, if anyone unfastened the door afterward, it 
have been M. Renauld himself?” | 

rangoise shrugged her broad shoulders. 
“What should he do that for? With robbers and assas- 
passing every minute! A nice idea! Monsieur was not 

becile. It is not as though he had had to let cette 
out—” 

Phe magistrate interrupted sharply: “Cette dame? What 
y do you mean?” 
“Why, the lady who came to see him.” 
‘Had a lady been to see him that evening?” 
“But yes, monsieur—and many other evenings as well.” 

o was she? Did you know her?” 
ther cunning look spread over the woman’s face. 
w should I know who it was?” she grumbled. “I did 

let her in last night.” 
“Aha!” roared the examining magistrate, bringing his 

down with a bang on the table. “You would trifle 
police, would you? I demand that you tell me at 

id in the evenings.” 
he ee ne police,” grumbled Francoise. “Never 

commissary “uttered an exclamation, and leaned 
yard as though in utter astonishment. 
adame Daubreuil—from the Villa Marguerite just 

n the road?” 
That is what I said, monsieur. Oh, she is a pretty one, 

a!” The old woman tossed her head scornfully. 
sible Daubreuil,” murmured the commissary. 
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“Not at all,” said fae examining migiaeaie edicts . 

“We were surprised, that is all. Madame Daubreuil the: 
- and Monsieur Renauld, they were—” he paused delicately. 

oe ge an air of unalterable eins 

. say that she suspected nothing. But all the same, is it not 

7 

- Daubreuil out? Had she left, then?” 

_ and go to the door. Monsieur said good nee and 
_ the door after her.” 

_. Madame grow paler and thinner. She was not the sal 

‘woman who arrived here a month ago. Monsieur, too, has 

“Eh? It was that without doubt?” ~~ eae 
“How should I know? But what will you? Monsieur, he 

was milord anglais—treés riche—and Madame, Daubreuil, 

peak to you have seen the men’s heads turn after her 
she goes down the street. Besides, lately she has had mo 
peak to spend—all the town knows it. The sib ecor n: 

M. Hautet stroked his beard relecuaie 
“And Madame Renauld?” he asked at ese, “How 

did she take this—friendship?” att Sin 
Francoise shrugged her shoulders. _ 
“She was always most amiable—most polite. One’ wou 

so, the heart suffers, monsieur? Day by day I have watched 

changed. He also has had his worries. One could see that 
he was on the brink of a crisis of the nerves, And who could 
wonder, with an affair conducted in such a fashion? No 
reticence, no discretion. Style anglais, without doubt! 
_I bounded indignantly in my seat, but the examining 

magistrate was continuing his yar undistracted 
by side issues. <a 

“You say that M. Renauld had not to let Mad: e 

“Yes, monsieur. I heard them come out of the 

“What time was that?” _ 



8 
wy 
1] 

1e st Re 

° “Gon anywhere.” 

ve minutes after ten, monsieur.” 

de f 1eard him come up about ten minutes after we did. 
creaks so that one hears everyone who goes up 

Labeat the other downstairs windows, were oe 
Pid . 

one of them, There was nothing suspicious or 

d, anon you can go.” 

er head oe Francoise left the room. 
mare, if called the magistrate. 

eieerned: with the eam of her mistress 
ound, of 1 which she gave rather an ee 

ry ¥ be became more iad more morose. He ate | 
was always depressed. ** But Denise had her own — 

Vithout doubt it was the Mafia he had on his 

‘MURDER ON THE LINKS: eae 



“Tt is, “of course, penises said. he maghited soncotigt 
“Now, my girl, was it you who admitted Madame “— 
breuil to the house last night?” . 4 

“Not last night, monsieur, the night before.” = 4 
“But Francoise has just told us that Madame Daubreuil 

was here last night?” ol 
“No, monsieur. A lady did come ‘to see M. Renauld 

last night, but it was not Madame Daubreuil.” ad 
Surprised, the magistrate insisted, but the et hel 

firm. She knew Madame Daubreuil perfectly by sight. 
This lady was dark also, but shorter, and much ic 

_ Nothing could shake her statement, ; 
“Had you ever seen this lady before?” : 
“Neyer, monsieur.”’ And then the girl added difiden 

“But I think she was English.” za 
“English?” Nate 
“Yes, monsieur, She asked for M. Renauld in quite 

good French, but the accent—one can always tell it, n’est- 

it, J mean?” 

what she said, but I heard Monsieur’s last words : 
opened the door for her.” She paused, and then repea' 

‘magistrate. 

ce pas? Besides when they came out of the study ae were 
speaking in English.” © sen 

“Did you hear what they said? Could you understand 

“Me, I speak the English very well,” said Denise witli 
' pride. “The lady was speaking too fast for me to catch 

_ carefully and laboriously: “ “Yeas—yeas—butt for Gaud’s 
saike go nauw!l’”’ ae 3 

% 

“Yes, yes, but for God's sake go now!” repeated the 

-. He dismissed Denise and, after a moment or tw for 
consideration, recalled Frangoise. To her he propounded 

_ the question as to whether she had not made a mistake in 
__ fixing the night of Madame Daubreuil’s visit. Frangoise, 
| however, proved unexpectedly obstinate. It was eek 
a that Madame Daubreuil had come. Without ; ac tit a 

a 
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sida to make herself interesting, voila 

ong her knowledge of English tool Probably 

oo : English perfectly, and generally used 
juage when talking to M. and Madame Renauld. — 

ae the French very badly. <I 

bo ut the chauffeur, and learned that only yesterday, M. 
enauld had declared that he was not likely to use the 

; that Masters might just as well take a holiday. 

is it?’ I whispered. 
ok his head impatiently, and asked a question: 

, M. Bex, but without doubt M. Renauld could 
car himself?” 

commissary looked over at Francoise, and the old — 
replied promptly, “No, Monsieur did not drive 

me to Calais.” 

s he meant a hired car,” I suggested. 
s that is so. But why hire a car when you have 

yur own. Why choose yesterday to send away the 
on a ae ata moment’ $ notice? 

ee 

had cooked up this fine tale about a strange - : ; 

ven if he had, it proved nothing, for Madame 

‘Magistrate did not insist. Instead he inquired sti 

plexed frown was beginning to gather between — : 



My dearest one: 

afraid. If you were to stop loving me! But that's impossible 

Chapter Four 

Tue LETTER SIGNED “BELLA” tai 

E 
Sh by 

Francoise HAD LEFT THE ROOM. The magistrate was pee 
ming thoughtfully on the table. “M. Bex,” he said at 
length, “here we have directly conflicting testimony. Which’ 
are we to believe, Francoise or Denise?”’ - of 

“Denise,” said the commissary decidedly. “Tt was she 
who let the visitor in. Francoise is old and obstinate, and 

_has evidently taken a dislike to Madame Daubreuil. 
Besides, our own knowledge tends to show that Rene 
was entangled with another woman.” 

“Tiens!” cried M. Hautet. “We have forgotten to iuferiny 
_M. Poirot of that.” He searched among the papers on the 
_ table and finally handed the one he was in search of to my 
friend. “This letter, M. Poirot, we found in the ie gira of 
the dead man’s overcoat.” 

Poirot took it and unfolded it. It was somewhat ‘worn 
and crumbled, and was written in English ina rather 

unformed hand: es 

cold and strange, and now this long silence. It sans as 

you did stop loving me, I don’t know what I should d 
ew myself perhaps! I couldn’ t live without you. Som 

et 
hes look out, that’s all—and you too! rd as soon ki 
as let her have you! I mean it. ay 
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ther I'm writing high-flown nonsense. You lowe 

and I ove agi love you, love you, love you! 
Your own adoring — 

Bella. 

Peanining magistrate Hecate his shoulders. 
bviously M. Renauld was entangled with this English- 
en—Bella. He comes over here, meets Madame Dau- 

d starts an intrigue with her. He cools off to the 

Elias itself. ae The fact that M. Re 
stabbed in the back seemed to point distinctly to 

g a woman’s crime.” 

tab in the back, yes—but n not the grave! That was. 

work, hard PORE woman dug that ee ae 

aie ‘but the packed inet, and the letter you re- 

| from M. Renauld complicate_matters. Here we 

rotection against a woman.” 

ive an entirely different set of circumstances, with c 
comm between the two: As regards the letter writ- it 

ining 2p Renee nodded his head emphati- ioe 



__. fortnight ago. Possibly it marks his first intimation of dan 

___ draw conclusions prematurely. It points, however, 
having a real liking and fondness for his niioe in sp 

Seino cies aia) weave 
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planation of the letter—” f 

“In Santiago,” finished the commissary, “T shall cable 
without delay to the police i in that city, requesting full de 

' tails of the murdered man’s life out there, his love affairs 
his business transactions, his friendships, and any enmities 
he may have incurred. It will be strange if, after oat we 
do not hold a clue to his mysterious murder.” es 
The commissary looked round for approval. 
“Excellent,” said Poirot appreciatively. 
“His wife, too, may be able to give us a pointer,” added 

- the magistrate. 
“You have found no other letters from this Bella amon, 
M. Renauld’s effects?” asked Poirot. 

“No. Of course one of our first proceedings was to search 
through his private papers in the study. We found nothing 

_ of interest, however. All seemed square and aboveboard. 
_ The only thing at all out of the eer was Be will 
Here At ISS, 

Cia 

- Poirot ran through the document. Shh - 
“So. A legacy of a thousand pounds to bse Stonor. : 

-_ is he, by the way?” oo 
__ “M. Renauld’s secretary. He remained in England, bu 
was over here once or twice for a week-end.” 4 

“And everything else left unconditionally to his ie 
loved wife, Eloise. Simply drawn up, but perfectly legal 

_ Witnessed by the two servants, Denise and Frangoise. Noth 
ing so very unusual about that.” He handed it. back. 

“Perhaps,” began Bex, “you did not notice—” 
“The date?” twinkled Poirot. “But yes, I noticed A 

_ ger. Many rich men die intestate through never consider 
_ ing the likelihood of their demise. But it is dangerous t ‘ 

his amorous intrigues.” eee “Yes,” said M. Hautet doubtfully. “But it is | po 
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inf: iron ‘Bia’ son, since it leaves him entirely depen- 

| his ae If she were to marry again, and her 

ver touch a penny of his father’s money.” 
t shrugged his shoulders. 

Man is a vain animal: M. Renauld figured to himself, 
ut doubt, that his widow would never marry again. 

son, ‘it may have been a wise precaution to leave 

money in his mother’s hands. The sons of rich men — 
verbially wild.” 

‘may be as you say. Now, M. Poirot, you would with- 
it doubt like to visit the scene of the crime. I am sorry 

the body has been removed, but of course photographs 
been taken from every conceivable angle, and will be 

four disposal as soon as they are available.” 
lank you, monsieur, for all your courtesy.” 

feed to on -aaes 
msieur.” 

they got out into the hall. 
oom there, it is the study, hein?” asked Poirot 

ly, nodding toward the door opposite. 
Yes. You would like to see it?” He threw the door open 

h 1e spoke, and we entered. eo 
‘room which M. Renauld had chosen for his own 

use was small, but furnished with great taste and 
A businesslike writing desk, with many pigeon-— 

ood in the window. Two large leather-covered arm- 
aced the fireplace, and between them was a round 
yvered with the latest books and magazines. Book- 
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_ with a tantalus on top. The curtains ¥ were of a soft au 
_ green, and the carpet matched them in tone. _ $ 

Poirot stood a moment talking in the room, ale we 
stepped forward, passed his hand lightly over the backs of 
the leather chairs, picked up a magazine from the table, 
and drew a finger gingerly over the surface of the oak 
sideboard. His face expressed complete approval. — ie gl 

“No dust?” I asked, with a smile. ee 
He beamed on me, appreciative of my knowledge of 

his peculiarities. =e 
“Not a particle, mon ami! pies for once, pees it is 

a pity!” ean 
His sharp, birdlike eyes darted here and there. fees 
“Ah!” he remarked suddenly, with an intonation of r 

lief. “The hearthrug is crooked,” and he bent dows to 
straighten it. 

Suddenly he uttered an exclamation and rose. In his 
hand he held a small fragment of paper. _ 

_ “In France, as in England,” he remarked, “the domestics 
omit to sweep under the mats!” ie 

Bex took the fragment from him, and I came closer 

examine it. 
~ “You recognize it—eh, Hastings?” 

_ Ishook my head, puzzled—and yet that particular shade 
of pink paper was very familiar. f B 

_ The commissary’s mental processes were quicker ¢ 
eee 

“A fragment of a check,” he exclaimed. oes 
The piece of paper was roughly about two inches square 

On it was written in ink the word Duveen.. 
“Bien,” said Bex. ““This check was payable to, or dra n 

by, one named Duveen.” : g 
“The former, I fancy,” said Poirot, “for, if I am 1 not mis: 

~ taken, the handwriting is that of M. Renauld.” 
That was soon established, by comparing’ it with : im 

orandum from the desk. 5 i 
es a 
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z ee Sa calased the commissary, with a crest- 
2n air, “I really cannot imagine how I came to over- 
this.” 

oirot laughed. “The moral of that is, always look under 
mats! My friend Hastings here will tell you that any- 

in the least crooked is a torment to me. As soon as I 
y that the hearthrug was out of the straight, I said to 
yself: ‘Tiens! The leg of the chair caught it in being 

d back. Possibly there may be something beneath it 
_ which the good Francoise overlooked.’ ” 

i) | #tancoiser” 
“Or Denise, or Léonie. Whoever did this room. Since 

re is no dust, the room must have been done this morn- 
g. I reconstruct the incident like this. Yesterday, possibly 
night, M. Renauld drew a check to the order of some- 

ie named Duveen. Afterward it was torn up, and scat- 
on the floor. This morning—” But M. Bex was al- 
pulling impatiently at the bell. 

_Frangoise answered it. Yes, there had been a lot of pieces 

é d his former gesture. The last counterfoil was blank. 
rage!” cried Poirot, clapping him on the back. 

Vithout doubt, Madame Renauld will be able to tell us 

a : se this. I found it on the back of the leather chair.” 
nd he held up between his finger and thumb a long black 
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hair—a woman’s hair! ; 
M. Bex took us out by the back of the noite’ to where — 

there was a small shed leaning against the house. He pro- — 
duced a key from his pocket and unlocked it. 

_ “The body is here. We moved it from the scene of the 
crime just before you arrived, as the photographers had 
done with it.” a 

He opened the door and we passed in. The pies ee ‘4 
man lay on the ground, with a sheet over him. M. Bex dex- 

terously whipped off the covering. Renauld was a man of ~ 
medium height, slender and lithe in figure. He looked 

_ about fifty years of age, and his dark hair was plentifully 
streaked with gray. He was clean-shaven with a long thin 
nose, and eyes set rather close together, and his skin was 

_ deeply bronzed, as that of a man who had spent most of — 
his life beneath tropical skies. His lips were drawn back _ 
from his teeth and an expression of absolute amazement | 
and terror was stamped on the livid features. on 

“One can see by his face that he was stabbed in the ; 
back,” remarked Poirot. par 

Very gently he turned the dead man over. There, he: 
tween the shoulder blades, staining the light fawn over- 
coat, was a round dark patch. In the middle of it there 
was a slit in the cloth. Poirot examined it narrowly. ue 

“Have you any idea with what weapon the crime was a 
committed?” 9 
- “Te was left in the wound.” The commissary took down | : 
a large glass jar. In it was a small object that looked tome 
more like a paper knife than anything else. It had a black 
handle, and a narrow, shining blade. The whole thing was _ 
not more than ten inches long. Poirot tested ne discolored ¥ 
point gingerly with his finger tip. +4 
_ “Ma foi! but it is sharp! A nice easy little tel for mur. 3 

der!’’ 
- “Unfortunately, we could find no trace of figceteties: 
on it,” remarked Bex regretfully. “The murderer must _ 
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Ne. 
tse he did,” said Poirot contemptuously. “Even 

itiago they know enough for that. All the same, it 
me very much that there were no fingerprints, It 
ingly simple to leave the fingerprints of some- 

Ise! And then the police are happy.” He shook his 
“I very much fear our criminal is not a man of 
ag that or he was pressed for time. But we 

, the examining magistrate thinks that is rather a 
point. 99 ‘ ; 

this minute there was a tap on the door, which Bex 
osed after him. He strode forward and opened it. 

se was there. She endeavored to peep in with ghoul- 

ee 
menace 3 is Be demanded Bex impatiently. 

” said M. Bex briskly. “Tell M. Hautet and say 
ill come at once.” 
lingered a moment, looking back toward the 

thought for a moment that he was going to apos- 
e it, to declare aloud his determination never to 

¢ had discovered the murderer. But when he 
yas tamely and awkwardly, and his comment was 

sly inappropriate to the solemnity oF the moment. 



Chapter Five 

Mrs. RENAULD’s STORY 

WE rounp M. HAUTET AWAITING Us in the hall, and we all — 
proceeded upstairs together, Francoise marching ahead to — 
show us the way. Poirot went up in a zigzag fashion which 
puzzled me, until he whispered with a grimace: 

“No wonder the servants heard M. Renauld mounting 
the stairs; not a board of them but creaks fit to wake the 
dead!” Ps 

At the head of the staircase, a small passage branched off 3 
“The servants’ quarters,” explained Bex. Et 
We continued along a corridor, and Frangoise tapped om — 

the last door to the right of it. 3 
A faint voice bade us enter, and we passed into a large 

sunny apartment looking out toward the sea, which — 
showed blue and sparkling about a quarter of a mile dis- 
tant. ie 

On a couch, propped up with cushions, and atcenelies by ; 
Dr. Durand, lay a tall, striking-looking woman. She was — 
middle-aged, and her once dark hair was now almost en-— 
tirely silvered, but the intense vitality and strength of her — 
personality would have made itself felt anywhere. You — 
knew at once that you were in the presents of what the 
‘French call “une maitresse femme.” rr 

She greeted us with a dignified inclination of the head. : 
_ “Pray be seated, monsieurs.’ 

‘We took chairs, and the magistrate’s clerk established _ 
himself at a round table. 

“I hope, madame,” began M. Hautet, “that it will not 

distress you unduly to relate to us what occurred last ~ 
oe Aer 
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y assassins are to be caught and punished.” 
ell, madame. It will fatigue you less, I think, ia eee 

et cx and you confine yourself to‘answering _ 
hat time did you go to bed last als 

tes I was awakened by a hand baie pressed over — 
uth. I tried to scream out, but the hand Lakes eee 

as short and stout. His beard was reddish. Hoe ae 
r hats pulled down over their eyes.” oa 
said = magistrate thoughtfully, “too much 

nz vee But continue your story.” bei 
the short man who was holding me. He forced a 

The other man was standing over my husband. : a 
a ae ae little dagger paper-knife from see) ee 

mpany them into the dressing-room next dou | Bune 
ly sosasad with terror, nevertheless I listened des- aaa 
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band, and presently they grew angry, sia their voices rose 
a little. I think the tall man was speaking. “You know 
what we want!’ he said. ‘The secret! Where is it?’ Ido not 
know what my husband answered, but the other replied 

_ fiercely: ‘You lie! We know you have it. Where are tee 
keys?” 
“Then I heard sounds of drawers bettie pulled out. 

There is a safe on the wall of my husband’s dressing-room. 
in which he always keeps a fairly large amount of ready 
money. Léonie tells me this has been rifled and the money 
taken, but evidently what they were looking for was not 
there, for presently I heard the tall man, with an oath, 
command my husband to dress himself, Soon after that, I 

think some noise in the house must have disturbed them, 
_ for they hustled my husband out into my room only half 

dressed.” 
“Pardon,” interrupted Poirot, “but is there then. no 

other egress from the dressing-room?” 
“No, monsieur, there is only the communicating dboe 

into my room. They hurried my husband through, the 
short man in front, and the tall man behind him with the 
dagger still in his hand. Paul tried to break away to come 
to me. I saw his agonized eyes. He turned to his captors. ‘I 
must speak to her,’ he said. Then, coming to the side of 
the bed, ‘It is all right, Eloise,’ he said. ‘Do not be afraid. I 
shall return before morning.’ But, although he tried to 

_ make his voice confident, I could see the terror in his eyes. 
Then they hustled him out of the door, the tall man eyes 
‘One sound—and you are a dead man, remember.’ — 

“After that,” continued Mrs. Renauld, “I must have 
fainted. The next thing I recollect is Léonie rubbing any 
wrists, and giving me brandy.” 
“Madame Renauld,” said the magistrate, “had you any 

idea what it was for which the assassins were ies esl 
“None whatever, monsieur.’ 

“Had you any knowledge that your husband feared 
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had seen the change in him.” 
‘long ago was that?’’ 
panied reflected. 

ce. He put me off evasively. Nevertheless, I was con- 
ced that he was suffering some terrible anxiety. How- 

‘since he evidently wished to conceal the fact from 
[ tried to pretend that I had noticed nothing.” 
Were you aware that he had called in the services of a 

er 
detective?” exclaimed Mrs. Renauld, very much 

Yes, “this gentleman—M. Hercule Poirot.” Poirot 
. “He arrived today in response to a summons from 

husband.” And taking the letter written by M. Re- 
Id from his pocket, he handed it to the lady. 

sad it with apparently genuine astonishment. 
d no idea of this. Evidently he was fully cognizant 

W, madame, I will beg of you to be frank with me. 
: any incident in your husband’s past life in South 

| which might throw light on his murder?” 
Renauld reflected or but at last shook her 
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“Yes, I distinctly remember hearing chs clock on the 
mantelpiece strike two.” She nodded toward an eight-day — 
traveling-clock in a leather case which stood in the center — 
of the chimney-piece. : 

Poirot rose from his seat, scrutinized the clock carefully : 
and nodded, satisfied. | 
“And here too,” exclaimed M. Bex, “is a wrist watch, 

knocked off the dressing-table by the assassins, without — 
doubt, and smashed to atoms. Little did they know it 
would testify against them.” ng 

Gently he picked away the fragments of broken glass. 
Suddenly his face changed to one of utter stupefaction. 
“Mon Dieu!” he ejaculated. 
“What is it?” 

_ “The hands of the watch point to seven o'clock!” 
“What?” cried the examining magistrate, astonished. 
But Poirot, deft as ever, took the broken trinket from 

the startled commissary, and held it to his ear. Then he 
smiled. a 

; “The glass is broken, yes, but the watch itself i is still 
oing.” A 

é The explanation of the mystery was greeted with a re- 
lieved smile. But the magistrate bethought him of another 
point. ‘: 

“But surely it is not seven o’clock now?” os 
“No,” said Poirot gently, “it is a few minutes after five. | 

Possibly the watch gains, is that so, madame?” is 
Mrs. Renauld was frowning perplexedly. ny 
“It does gain,” she admitted, “but I’ve never known it ae 

to gain quite so much as that.” ie 
_ With a gesture of impatience, the magistrate left the 

_ matter of the watch and proceeded with his interrogatory. 
“Madame, the front door was found ajar. It seems al- 

most certain that the murderers entered that way, yet it” 
has not been forced at all. Can you suggest any explana- 

| tion?” are 



is one = I think we sieht draw,” "Te 
commissary suddenly. “Since the men insisted _ 

[, Renauld dressing himself, it looks as though the — 
were taking him to, the place where ‘the secret’ - 

d, lay some distance away.’ i 
Magistrate nodded. “Yes, far, and yet not too >t i 
spoke of being back by morning.” 
time does sig Test train leave the station of Mer. Be 

| a whose Christian name is Bella?” 
ched Mrs, Renauld narrowly as he spoke, seek- 

any noe of ska or consciousness, but she 



“Ts that—blood?” 

was.” There was a touch of the proud mother in her voice. 
_ “This was made from an airplane wire, and was given to 
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merely shook her head in quite a natural manner. He con- — 
tinued his questions. | 

“Are you aware that your husband had a visitor last 4 
night?” | 
Now he saw the red mount slightly in her cheeks, but — 

she replied composedly, “No, who was that?” 
“A lady.” . 
“Indeed?” 
But for the moment the Tone ‘was content to say 

no more, It seemed unlikely that Madame Daubreuil had 
any connection with the crime, and he was anxious not to 
upset Mrs, Renauld more than necessary. 

He made a sign to the commissary, and the latter replied: 
with a nod. Then rising, he went across the room and re- ~ 
turned with the glass jar we had seen in the outhouse im — 
his hand. From this, he took the dagger. ae 

“Madame,” he said gently, “do you recognize this?” 
She gave a little cry. ite 
“Yes, that is my little dagger.” Then—she saw the stained 

_ point, and she drew back, her eyes widening with horror. 2) 

“Yes, madame. Your husband was killed with this a 
_ weapon.” He removed it hastily from sight. “You are quite — 

sure about its being the one that was on your dressing- — 
table last night?” Ir 

“Oh, yes. It was a present from my son. He was in the — 
_ air force during the war. He gave his age as older than it — 

me by my son as a souvenir.’ 
“T see, madame. That brings us to another matter. Veen B: 

‘son, where is he now? It is necessary that he should be tele. : 
graphed to without delay.” : 

~. “Jack? He is on his way to Buenos Ayres.” 
“What?” 
“Yes. My husband telegraphed to him yesterday. He 
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t him on business to Paris, but yesterday he dis- 
that it would be necessary for him to proceed 

ut delay to South America. ‘There was a boat leaving 
bourg for Buenos Ayres last night, and he wired him 

A it. 9 

lave you any knowledge of what the business in 
os Ayres was?” ; 

No, monsieur, I know nothing of its nature, but Buenos 
res is not my son’s final destination. He was going over- 
nd from there to Santiago.” 
And, in unison, the magistrate and the commissary ex- 

“Santiago! Again Santiago!” 
is at this moment, when we were all stunned by the 
n of that word, that Poirot approached Mrs. Re- 
He had been standing by the window like a man 

st in a dream, and I doubt if he had fully taken in what 
passed. He paused by the lady’s side with a bow. 

don, madame, but may I examine your wrists.” 
ugh slightly surprised at the request, Mrs. Renauld 

them out to him. Round each of them was a cruel red 
where the cords had bitten into the flesh. As he ex- 

them, I fancied that a momentary flicker of excite- 
had seen in his eyes disappeared. 

ley must cause you great pain,” he said, and once. 
e looked puzzled. 
the magistrate was speaking excitedly. 

‘tell us about this trip to Santiago.” He hesitated. 
d he might have been near at hand, so that we 

have saved you pain, madame.” He paused. 
u mean,” she said in a low voice, “the identification 

sband’s body?” 
magistrate bowed his head. 
a a strong woman, monsieur. I can bear all that is 

fx me. I am ready—now.” 
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“Oh, tomorrow will be quite soon enough, I assure you.” 
“I prefer to get it over,” she said in a low tone, a spasm 

of pain crossing her face. “If you will be so good as to ene ‘ 
me your arm, doctor?” 

The doctor hastened forward, a cloak was thrown over 
Mrs. Renauld’s shoulders, and a slow procession went 

- down the stairs. M. Bex hurried on ahead to open the door — 
of the shed. In a minute or two Mrs. Renauld appeared in 

_ the doorway. She was very pale, but resolute. Behind her, — 
M. Hautet was clacking commiserations and apologies 

_ like an animated hen, . 
She raised her hand to her ee 
“A moment, messieurs, while I steel myself.” j 
She took her hand away and looked down at the dead 

man. Then the marvelous self-control which had apheley 
her so far deserted her. 

“Paul!” she cried. “Husband! Oh, God!” And pitching 
forward, she fell unconscious to the ground. y 

Instantly Poirot was beside her. He raised the lid of her 
eye, felt her pulse. When he had satisfied himself that she 
had really fainted, he drew aside. He caught me by the arm. 

“I am an imbecile, my friend! If ever there was loye and 
grief in a woman’s voice, I heard it then. My little idea was” 
all wrong. Eh bien! I must start again!” 4 



# 

Chapter Six 

‘THE SCENE OF THE CRIME 

EEN THEM, the doctor and M. Hautet carried the un- 

ax ages for be Well, well, we can do nothing. Now, — 
Poirot, shall we visit the place where the crime was” 

you please, M. Bex.” 

| in a dissatisfied manner. 

saking of that staircase, with three people descend- 
‘ould awaken the dead!” 

3 the middle of the night, remember. They 1 were 
sleep by then.” 

WI oes them in the first place to try if the front 
open? It was a most unlikely thing that it should 

window.” 

n “shutters,” objected the commissary. 

in the world to mount.” 

us woman into the house. The commissary looked 

rs 

ad looked up at the staircase in passing, and shook 

to me incredible that the servants heard poten 

-oirot continued to shake his head as oe not ma 

t was far more probable that they should at once > : 

5 ointed to a window on the floor above. ““Fhat is oi ) 
of the bedroom we have just come from, is it ae 

nd see—there is a tree by which it would be the easi- 
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~ have done so without leaving footprints & in ihe fanned. 5 
I saw the justice of his words. There-were two large oval _ 

_ flower-beds planted with scarlet geraniums, one each side — 
of the steps leading up to the front door. The tree in ques- — 
tion had its roots actually at the back of the bed itself, and 
it would have been impossible to reach it without stepping 
on the bed. “ 

“You see,” continued the commissary, “owing to the f: 
dry weather no prints would show on the drive or paths, — 

_ but, on the soft mold of the flower-bed, it would have been — 
a very different affair.” ay 

Poirot went close to the bed and studied it attentively. b: 
As Bex had said, the mold was perfectly smooth. oe 
was not an indentation on it anywhere. aR 

Poirot nodded, as though convinced, and we turned a 
away, but he suddenly darted off and began examining — 
the other flower-bed. i 

“M. Bex!” he called. “See here. Here are plenty of traces 
for you.” — Ri: 
The commissary joined him—and smiled. cee 
“My dear M. Poirot, those are without doubt the foot- 2 

prints of the gardener’ s large hobnailed boots. In any case, 
it would have no importance, since this side we have no 
tree, and consequently no means of gaining access to ws 
upper story.” 

“True,” said Poirot, evidently crestfallen, “So you think 
these footprints are of no importance?” 

“Not the least in the world.” 
Then, to my utter astonishment, Poirot pronounced 

that these footprints are the most important things we - 
have seen yet.” wate: 
_ M. Bex said nothing, merely shrugged his shoulders. He 
was far too courteous to utter his real opinion. — 

“Shall we ean he asked instead. 
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* 8 i Poirot cheerfully. 

feed on either side by a kind of aati Sud- 
t emerged into a little clearing from which one ob- 

lined a view of the sea. A seat had been placed here, and 
ar from it was a rather ramshackle shed. A few steps 
on, a neat line of small bushes marked the bound- 
the villa grounds. M, Bex pushed his way through — 
nd we found ourselves on a wide stretch of open 
I looked round, and saw something that filled me 

Vhy, this is a golf course,” I cried. | 
graded. “The limits are not ee yet,” he ex- 

AS It was some of the men working on them who 
red the body early this morning.’ . 
a gasp. A little to my left, where for the moment 
erlooked it, was a long narrow pit, and by it, face 

Ve | terrible leap, and I had a wild fancy that the tragedy. 
id pe plicated. But the commissary dispelled my 

‘D non the acl turned his head over his ie re 
Sen but I have proper credentials,” he remarked, and 

wly to his feet. : 
y dear M. Giraud, ” cried the oie: “Thad no 

h Epoke, Ly was scanning the newcomer with a ie 
nest Peete The famous detective from me Paris — 
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_ Sdreté was familiar to me by name, Bree: 1: ‘was ely 

interested to see him in the flesh, He was very tall, perhaps | 
about thirty years of age, with auburn hair and mustache, 
and a military carriage. There was a trace of arrogance in 
his manner which showed that he was fully alive to his 
own importance. Bex introduced us, presenting Poirot as 
a colleague. A flicker of interest came into the detective's Ss. 
eye. Z 

“I know you by name, M. Poirot, ” he said. “You cut | 
quite a figure in the old days, didn’t you? But a are 
very different now.” a 

“Crimes, though, are very much the same,” remarked 
Poirot gently. : 

I saw at once that Giraud was prepared to be hostile.’ 
He resented the other being associated with him, and I 
felt that if he came across any clue of importance he would ? 

_ be more than likely to keep it to himself. 4 
_ “The examining magistrate—” began Bex again, But 
Giraud interrupted him rudely: : 

“A fig for the examining magistrate] The light i is the 
eee important thing. For all practical purposes it will be gone 
in another half hour or so. I know all about the case, and 
the people at the house will do very well until tomorrow, 

_ - but, if we're going to find a clue to the murderers, here is 
the spot we shall find it. Is it your police who have been 
trampling all over the place? I thought they knew wie 

_. nowadays.” 
“Assuredly they do. The marks you complain of were 

made by the workmen who discovered: the body.” 
The other grunted disgustedly. 
“I can see the tracks where the three of then! came 

bie through the hedge—but they were cunning. You can just 
recognize the center footmarks as those of M. Renauld, 

_. but those on either side have been carefully obliterated. 
__ Not that there would really be much to see anyway on 

this hard Been, but they weren’t taking is chances." 



tA ery faint smile came to Poirot’s tips: He scecaeah about 
9 speak, but checked himself. He bent down to where a- 

was lying. _ 
lat’s nat the grave was dug -with, das enough, 

; own ‘spade, and the man who used it wore gloves. : ; 
ere they are.” He gesticulated with his foot to where two — 

But Poirot was now apparently inieeteitellt in PEs ; 
else, a short discolored piece of lead piping which lay be- 

the spade. He touched it delicately with his finger. 
And does this, too, belong to the murdered man?” he 
ed and I thought I detected a subtle flavor of i irony in 

question. 
ud shrugged his dioulders to indicate that he 

ther knew nor cared. Ee 
“May have been tying oS here | for weeks. Anyway, 

‘ etective Baa fs so, he: succeeded. The other turned away a i 

“stained gloves were lying. “And they’re Renauld’s too ~ i 
least his gardener’s. I tell you, the men who planned _ 
is. crime were ee no chances. The man was 

di peed that he ee no time to es and. bend- 38 
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little shed, — te rae ent, 

“That’s locked,” said Giraud over his dhoutilen “But it’s 
_ only a place where the gardener keeps his rubbish. The — 

spade didn’t come from there, but from the tool shed ue ; 
by the house.” : 

“Marvelous,” murmured M. Bex to me ecstatically. “He — 
has been here but half an hour, and he already knows — 

everything! What a man! Undoubtedly Giraud is the 
greatest detective alive today.” | 
Although I disliked the detective heartily, I neverthe-— 

_ less was secretly impressed. Efficiency seemed to radiate 
from the man. I could not help feeling that, so far, Poirot — 

had not greatly distinguished himself, and it vexed me. — 
He seemed to be directing his attention to all sorts of silly, — 
puerile points that had nothing to do with the case. In- — 
deed, at this juncture, he suddenly asked, “M. Bex, tell © 
me, I pray you, the meaning of this whitewashed line that — 
extends all round the grave. Is it a device of the police?” — 

“No, M. Poirot, it is an affair of the golf course. It shows — 
__ that there is here to be a ‘bunkair,’ as you call it.” 

to yourself, each hole it is of a different length. The obsta- 

_- appeared to Poirot, and my little friend smiled at me af 

“A bunkair?” Poirot turned to me. “That is the irregular — 
hole filled with sand and a bank at one side, i is it not?” — rhe 

T concurred. = 
“You do not play the golf, M. Poirot?” inquired en : 
“I? Never! What a game!” He became excited. “Figure | 

cles, they are not arranged mathematically, ‘Even the 
_ greens are frequently up one side! There is only one pleas-— 
ing thing—the how do you call them?—tee boxes! They, at - 
least, are symmetrical.” 4 

I could not refrain from a laugh at the way the game : 

_ fectionately, bearing no malice. Then he asked, “But M 
P Renauld, without doubt he played the golf?” care 

“Yes, he was a keen golfer. It’s mainly owing to him, acd 
to his large subscriptions, that this work is being carried 
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L Hee even had a say in the designing of it.” 
‘ot nodded thoughtfully. 
1 he remarked, “It was not a very good choice they 

le—of a spot to bury the body. When the men began to 
p the ground, all would have been discovered.” 

tly,” cried Giraud triumphantly. “And that proves 
were strangers to the place. It’s an excellent piece 
cnet 

ody aries aintess they wanted it to be dis- 
And that is clearly absurd, is it not?” 

id did not even trouble to reply. 
Sipe ores in a somewhat dissatisfied voice. “Yes 



Chapter Seven 

Tue Mysterious MapAME DAUBREUIL 

As WE RETRACED OUR STEPS TO THE HOUSE, M. Bex excused 

himself for leaving us, explaining that he must immedi-— 
ately acquaint the examining magistrate with the fact of 
Giraud’s arrival. Giraud himself had been obviously de- 

_ lighted when Poirot declared that he had seen all he 
wanted. The last thing we observed, as we left the spot, 
was Giraud, crawling about on all fours, with a thorough- 
ness in his search that I could not but admire. Poirot 
guessed my thoughts, for as soon as we were alone he re- 
marked ironically: 

“At last you have seen the detective you aitenere the 
human foxhound! Is it not so, my friend?” 

: on any rate, he’s doing something,” I said, with asper-_ 
“If there’s anything to find, he’ll find it. Now you—” 

OE bien! I also have found something! A at of lead 2 
piping.” x 

“Nonsense, Poirot. You know very well that’s got noth- 
ing to do with-it. I meant little things—traces that. ay . 

lead us infallibly to the murderers.” 
“Mon ami, a clue of two feet long is every bit as valuable * 

as one measuring two millimeters! But it is the romantic 
idea that all important clues must be infinitesimal! As to 
the piece of lead piping having nothing to do with the 
crime, you. say that because Giraud told you so. No”—as I 

was about to interpose a question—“we will say no more. 
x _ Leave Giraud to his search, and me to my ideas. The case 

- seems straightforward enough—and yet—and yet, mon ami, 
: Iam not satisfied! And do you know why? Because of the : 
wrist watch that is two hours fast. And then there are sev-_ 

eral curious little points that do not seem to fit in. For in- 
‘stance, if the object of the murderers was revenge, why did 



fe iccomplice and did that accomplice see to it that the 
_ front door should remain open? I wonder if—’ 

_ He stopped abruptly. We had reached the drive in front 
t the house. Suddenly he turned to me. 

_ “My friend, I am about to surprise you—to please you! 

me footprints!” 
here?” 

the footmarks of the gardener. Let us see if that is so. 
he approaches with his wheelbarrow.” 

m the barrow and came hobbling toward us. 

ee the footmarks?” I asked breathlessly. My faith 

“Exactly,” said Poirot. 

But won’ t he think it very odd?” 

~ MURDER on THE LINKS | ie . 

os paused, frowning, and then went on: “Why did the 
rvants hear nothing? Were they drugged? Was there an — 

eed an elderly man was just crossing the drive with 
cowful of seedlings. Poirot called to him, and he set 

ave taken your reproaches to heart! We will examine 

| that Pebthand bed yonder. M. Bex says that they 

You are going to ask him for one of his boots to com- — uk 
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“Twenty-four years, monsieur.” 
“And your name is—?” 
“Auguste, monsieur.” Se 
“T was admiring these magnificent geraniums. They are hi 

__ truly superb, They have been planted long?” ‘ 
' “Some time, monsieur. But of course, to keep the beds 9 
looking smart, one must keep bedding out a few new — 
plants, and remove those that are over, besides Benne | 
the old blooms well picked off.” 
“You put in some new plants yesterday, didn’t you? a 
Tec in the middle there, and in the other bed alsor” 
“Monsieur has a sharp eye. It takes always a day or so 

_ for them to ‘pick up.’ Yes, I put ten new plants in each - 
bed last night. As Monsieur doubtless knows, one should 9 
not put in plants when the sun is hot.” ie 
Auguste was charmed with Poirot’s interest, al: was 

quite inclined to be garrulous. . 4 
“That is a splendid specimen there,” said Poirot, point. 

_ ing. “Might I perhaps have a cutting of it?” 
_ “But certainly, monsieur.” The old fellow stepped into 
the bed, and carefully took a slip from the pee Poirot had 
admired. 4 

__ Poirot was profuse in his thanks, and. Auguste departed 
__ to his barrow. 

“You see?” said Poirot with a smile, as he bent over the q 
_ bed to examine the indentation of the gandeneee neal q 

~ nailed boot. “It is quite simple.” 
“I did not realize— 

“That the foot would be inside the boot? You ie not 3 
use your excellent mental capacities sufficiently. ‘Well, ; 

__ what of the footmark?” Bas 2 
_ I examined the bed carefully. 
“All the footmarks in the bed were made by dl ia same 
se boot, ” I said at length after a careful study. — a nad 
Be 3 “You think so? Eh bien, I sie with you,” said Poirot. a 



king of something else. — 

pe woud I < Henameiaalioda will have one bee less — 

ee in these footmarks. is 
ut to my surprise Poirot shook his head. 

0, no, mon ami. At last I am on the right track. I am 

ill in the dark, but, as I hinted just now to M. Bex, these 
aoearks are the most important and interesting things 

Widen Daubreuil. Without doubt she will be very 
nuch upset by M. Renauld’s death, and we may be fortu- 
te enough to get a clue from her. The secret that he did 
tt confide to his wife, it is possible that he may have told 

_ it to the woman whose love held him enslaved. We know 
re our Samsons are weak, don’t we?” 

I admired the picturesqueness of M. Hautet’s language. 
pected that the examining magistrate was by now 
oughly enjoying his part in the mysterious drama. 



60 MURDERONTHELINKS  =—(isti‘i:*~™S he 
__ have been telephoning headquarters. It iu seems s that sites . 
times in the last six weeks—that is to say since the arrival - 

‘of M. Renauld at Merlinville-—Madame Daubreuil has — 
- paid a large sum in notes into her banking account. Alto- 

_ linville. She never refers to the past, nor to her husband. 

gether the sum totals two hundred thousand francs!” , 
“Dear me,” I said, considering, “‘that must be something 

like four thousand pounds!” fe: 
“Precisely. Yes, there can be no doubt that he was abso- 

lutely infatuated. But it remains to be seen whether he ~ 
- confided his secret to her. ‘The examining mag meat is 

hopeful, but I hardly share his views.’ , 
During this conversation we were walking down the 

lane toward the fork in the road where our car had halted — 
earlier in the afternoon, and in another moment I realized — 

that the Villa Marguerite, the home of the mysterious — 
__ Madame Daubreuil, was the small house from which 
beautiful girl had emerged. a 
“She has lived here for many years,” said the commis- _ 

sary, nodding his head toward the house. “Very quietly, — 
_very unobtrusively. She seems to have no friends or rela- — 
tions other than the acquaintances she has made in Mer- 

i One does not even know if he is alive or dead. There is a, 
mystery about her, you comprehend.’ ag ee, 

I nodded, my interest growing. hi 
“And—the daughter?” I ventured. 

_ “A truly beautiful young girl—modest, devout, all that a 
_ she should be. One pities her, for, though she may know 
_ nothing of the past, a man who wants to ask her hand in ~ 
marriage must necessarily inform himself, and then—" i 
_ The commissary shrugged his shoulders cynically. a 
“But it would not be her fault!” I cried, with vising: in- 
og dignation. 
“No. But what will you? A man is particnlar about bia 
ane wife's antecedents.” Bi ha 

ds was preyented from further argument = our arrival 
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M. Hautet rang the bell. A few minutes 

ipsed, and then we heard a footfall within, and the door 
posed. On the threshold stood my young goddess of © 

ng her deathly white, and her eyes widened with ap. 
hension. There was no doubt about it, she was afraid! 
lademoiselle Daubreuil,” said M. Hautet, sweeping — 

hat, “‘we regret infinitely to disturb you, but the 
€xigencies of the law—you comprehend? My compliments _ 
to Madame your mother, and will she have the maine! sr 

: eegnnt me a few moments’ interview.” . 

Hesed to rs side, as though to still the sudden un- 
erable aang of her heart. But she mastered her- 

the same in his: but with a slightly harder fale! 
ehind its mellow roundness said, “But certainly. Ask — 

> was not ei so tall as her daughter, and the” 
d curves of her figure had all the grace of full ma-— 
Her hair, again unlike her daughter’s, was dark, 
rted in the middle in the madonna style. Her eyes, 
— the one lids, were blue. There was a_ 

she was eromicly no <a young, ‘but her charm 
the quality which is independent of age. = 
ding there, in her black dress with the fresh Wie = 

ar and cuffs, her hands clasped together, she looked _ 
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subtly appealing and helpless. Bara. 

“You wished to see me, monsieur?” she asked. 
“Yes, madame.” M. Hautet cleared his throat. “I am 

investigating the death of M. Renauld. You have heard of 
it, no doubt?” 

She bowed her head without speaking. Her expression 
did not change. j 

_ “We came to ask you whether you can—er—throw any. 
light upon the circumstances surrounding it?” — 

“I?” The surprise of her tone was excellent. | 
“Yes, madame. It would, perhaps, be better if we could 

speak to you alone.” He looked meaningly i in the direction 
of the girl. i 
Madame Daubreuil turned to her. 
“Marthe, dear—" 

But the girl shook her head. 
“No, maman, I will not go. lam not a child. Iam twenty- 

two. I shall not go.” 
Madame Daubreuil turned back to the ee Rte 

~ «trate. 
“You see, monsieur.” a 
“I should prefer not to speak before pias Dau- 

breuil.” 
“As my daughter says, she is not a child.” 
For a moment the magistrate hesitated, baffled. 

_ “Very well, madame,” he said at last. “Have it your own 

way. We have reason to believe that you were in the habit 
of visiting the dead man at his villa in the cron net ds 
that so?” . 

The color rose in the lady’s pale cheeks, but she replied 
-. quietly, “I deny your right to ask me such a question!" 

“Madame, we are investigating a murder.” a 
- “Well, what of it? I had nothing to do with the murder.” 

_ “Madame, we do not say that for a moment. But you 
knew the dead man well. Did he ever confide i in Lane as $e, 
any danger that threatened him?” 



_ “Then you can give us no help at all?” es 
[ fear not. I really do not see why you should come to ss 
Cannot his wife tell you what sah want to know?” Her | 

a said ah Daubreuil. “I wonder—” mae i 5 
you wonder soe madame?” Scams 

al” She sprang forward. Her eyes flashed fire. “Mon- ate 
ou insult me! And before my daughter! I can tell — 

jothing. Have the goodness to leave my house!” —__ 
BOnors uaa rested with the lady. We left 
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With mutual civilities, we parted company, Poirot and I 

going toward Merlinville, and the others returning to the 
Villa Genevieve. i 

“The French police system i is very marvelous,” said 
Poirot, looking after. them. “The information they pos- 
sess about everyone’s life, down to the most commonplace 
detail, is extraordinary. Though he has only been here a 
little over six weeks, they are perfectly well acquainted 
with M. Renauld’s tastes and pursuits, and at a moment's 
notice they can produce information as to Madame Dau- 
breuil’s bank account, and the sums that have lately been 
paid in! Undoubtedly the dossier is‘a great institution. 
But what is that?” He turned sharply. | 
A figure was running, hatless, down the road after us. It 

was Marthe Daubreuil. 
“I beg your pardon,” she cried breathlessly, as she 

_reached us. “I—I should not do this, I know. You must not 
tell my mother. But is it true, what the people say, that M. 
Renauld called in a detective before he died, and—that 
you are he?” 

“Yes, mademoiselle,” said Poirot gently. “It is quite true. 
Ra But how did you learn it?” 

“Francoise told our Amélie,” explained Marthe, with a 
Z ; blush. 

Poirot fae a grimace. 
“The secrecy, it is impossible in an atten of this kind! 

- Not that it matters. Well, mademoiselle, what is it you 
want to know?” 

‘The girl hesitated. She seemed longing, yet fearing, to 
speak. At last, almost in a whisper, she asked, “Is—anyone 
suspected?” 

Poirot eyed her keenly. 
“Then he replied evasively, “Suspicion is in ‘the air at 

ow 

oi mademoiselle.” 
~ “Yes, I know—but—anyone in particular?” 
“Why do you want to know?” 



‘The aH eed 1 es by the question. All at once — a 

he “girl with the anxious eyes’’! 
“M. Renauld was always very kind to me,’ ” she replied 

at last. “Tei is natural that I should be interested.” 
“T see,” said Poirot. “Well, mademoiselle, suspicion at 

present is hovering round two persons.” 
_“Twor” 

in her voice. : 
“Their names are unknown, but they are presumed to 
Chileans from Santiago. And now, mademoiselle, you — 

yed eae secrets for you!” 

‘ must run n back now. M aman will miss me.” ie 
And she turned and ran back up the road, looking like 

a modern Atalanta. I stared after her. 
“Mon ami,” said Poirot, in his gentle, ironical voice, “‘is 

t we are to remain planted here all night—just be- _ 
cause you have seen a beautiful young woman, and your 
cad is in a whirl?” 

aughed and apologized. 
But she 7s beautiful, Poirot. Anyone might be excused 

) ng bowled over by her.” eh 
ot groaned. “Mon Dieu! But it is that you have the iia 

ceptible heart!” 
66 
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Poirot’ s words about her earlier in the day recurred tome. _ 

I could have sworn there was a note of surprise and re- 

¢ what comes of being young and beautifull I have — an 

Poirot,” I said, “do you eaenke: after the sae case Be 
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and laughed rather self-consciously. 

But to my surprise Poirot shook his head very earnestly. _ 
“Ah, mon ami, do not set your heart on Marthe Dau- 

breuil. She is not for you, that one! ‘Take it from Papa — 
Poirot!” 

“Why,” I cried, “the commissary assured me that she was 
as good as she is beautifull A perfect angel!” : 

“Some of the greatest criminals I have known had the 
faces of angels,” remarked Poirot cheerfully. “A malform- 

- ation of the gray cells may coincide quite easily nue the 
face of a madonna.” 

“Poirot,” I cried, horrified, “you cannot mean that you 
suspect an innocent child like this!” 

“Ta-ta-ta! Do not excite yourself! I have not said that I 
suspected her. But you must admit that her anxiety to” 
know about the case is somewhat unusual.” 

“For once, I see further than you do,” I said, “Her 
anxiety is not for herself—but for her mother.” 
“My friend,” said Poirot, “as usual, you see nothing at 

' all. Madame. Daubreuil is very well able to look after — 
herself without her daughter worrying about her. I admit 

_ I was teasing you just now, but all the same I repeat what I 
_ said before. Do not set your heart on that girl. She is not 

a for youl I, Hercule Poirot, know it. Sacré! if only I could 
_ remember where I had seen that face!” 

“What face?’’ I asked, surprised. “The denen e 
“No. The mother’s,” 
Noting my surprise, he nodded emphatically. 
“But yes—it is as I tell you. It was a long time ago, when 

I was still with the Police in Belgium. I have never 
actually seen the woman before, but I have seen her 
picture—and in connection with some case. I rather 

c oe | 
an Yese” om 

Ee rees | may be mistaken, but I rather fancy that it was a 
- murder case!” zee 



: Chapter Eight 

4 AN UNEXPECTED MEETING 

Ne 
¥y 

oe on guard at the gate did not bar our way this time. > 7 
stead he peretnnly. saluted us and we passed on to the se 

ene spihing And she is as pale a as a —. It is 
ending to see her. Ah, par exemple, it is not I who 

yould grieve like that for a man who had deceived me 
ith another woman!” 
Poirot nodded sympathetically, Med: 
“What you say is very just, but what will your The ee 

a woman who loves will forgive many blows. — 
undoubtedly there must have been many scenes of 
mination between them in the last few months?!’ 

fs ‘Léonie shook her head. aye 
lever, monsieur. Never have I heard Madame utter es 

ord of protest—of reproach, even! She had the temper 
| disposition of an angel—quite different to Monsieur.” | 
[onsieur Renauld had not the temper of an angel?” — 
ar from it. When he enraged himself, the whole — 
knew of i it, The day that he quarreled with M. Jack 
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_ he missed his train. He came out of the brary and caught 
up his bag which he had left in the hall. The automobile, 
it was being repaired, and he had to run for the station. 
I was dusting the salon, and I saw him pass, and his face 
was white—white—with two burning spots of red. Ah, but 
he was angry!” 

Léonie was enjoying her narrative thoroughly. 
“And the dispute, what was it about?” 
“Ah, that I do not know,” confessed. Léonie. “It is true 

that they shouted, but their voices were so loud and high, 
and they spoke so fast, that only one well acquainted with 

aie f 

English could have comprehended. But Monsieur, he 
was like a thundercloud all day! Impossible to please him!” 

The sound of a door shutting upstairs cut short Léonie’s 
loquacity. | 

“And Francoise who awaits mel” she exclaimed, | 
awakening to a tardy remembrance of her duties. “That 
old one, she always scolds.” 

“One moment, mademoiselle. The oan me. 
istrate, where is he?” 

“They have gone out to look at the automobile in the 
_ garage. Monsieur the commissary had some idea that a 
_. might have been used on the night of the murder.” 

“Quelle idée,’ murmured Poirot, as the girl vmeg 
peared. 

“You will go out and join them?” : 
“No, I shall await their return in the salon. It i is cool 

there on this hot morning.” 
This placid way of taking things did not quite commend 

itself to me. 
_ “If you don’t mind—” I said, and hesitated. : 
“Not in the least. You wish to investigate on your own 

account, eh?” 
“Well, I’d rather like to have a look at bee: if he's 8 

anywhere about, and see what he’s up to.” 
“The human foxhound, ” murmured Poirot? as ‘he 

= ae 

=” 
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back ir in a comfortable chair, and closed his eyes. Bate 

Paicolled: out of the front door. It was certainly hot. Bee 
armed up the path we had taken the day before. I had _ 

tind to study the scene of the crime myself. I did not go 
ay to the spot, however, but turned aside into the 

so farther to the right. If Giraud was still on 1 the spot, I 
nted to oe his methods before he knew of a pres- 

d be en ae with her back to the plantation. 4 
She not unnaturally gavea suppressed shriek, but I, too, te % 

f the train, Cinderella! 
The surprise was mutual. 
“You,” we both exclaimed So dunecudy: 
The young lady recovered herself first. nea 

y Cade aunt!” she op uae “What are you doing es 

For the matter of that, what are your” Iretorted. 
When last I saw you, the day before yesterday, a 

"were og home to Sos like a oS little boy. Have 

hen x 7. saw you,” I said, ‘ ‘you were botieg — 
our sister, like a gee little girl. By the wn howe is ao 
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have, her name is Harris!” 
“Do you remember mine?” she asked, with a smile. 
“Cinderella. But you’re going to tell me the real one 

now, aren’t you?” 
She shook her head with a wicked look. 
“Not even why you’re here?” 
“Oh, that! I suppose you’ve heard of members of my 

profession ‘resting.’” 
_ “At expensive French watering: places?” 

“Dirt cheap if you know where to go.’ 
I eyed her keenly. “Still, you’d no intention of comming 

here when I met you two days ago?” 4 
“We all have our disappointments,” said Miss Cinder- 

ella sententiously. “There now, I've told you quite as 
much as is good for you. Little boys should not be in- 
quisitive. You’ve not yet told me what you’re doing here? 
Got the M.P. in tow, I suppose, doing the gay boy on fe 
beach.” 

I shook my head. “Guess again. You remember my 
telling you that my great friend was a detective?” | 

“Ves?” bes 

“And perhaps you’ve heard about this crime—at the 
Villa Geneviéve?”’ 

_. She stared at me. Her breast heaved, and her eyes aaa! 
_ wide and round. 

“You don’t mean—that you're in on that?” 
I nodded. There was no doubt that I had scored heavily. 

Her emotion, as she regarded me, was only too evident. — 
For some few seconds she remained silent, staring at me. 

_ Then she nodded her head emphatically. = 
“Well, if that doesn’t beat the band! Tote me round. — 

I want to see all the horrors.” 
“What do you mean?” 
-“What I say. Bless the boy, didn’t I tell you I asia on. 

crimes? What do you think I’m imperiling my ankles for | | 
in high-heeled shoes over this stubble? I’ve been nosing — 
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pound for Ce Tried the front way in, but that old ee 
im-the-mud of a French gendarme wasn’t taking any. I 
guess Helen of Troy, and Cleopatra, and Mary, Queen 
of Scots, rolled in one wouldn’t cut ice with him! It’s a, 

_ real piece of luck happening on you this way. Come on, 
pic me all the sights.” 
- “But look here—wait a minute—I can’t. Nobody’s allow- 
bea i in. They’re awfully strict.” 

_ “Aren’t you and your friend the big bugs?” 
~ I was loath to relinquish my position of importance. 

it you want to see.” 
E “Oh, everything! The place where it happened, and — 
the weapon, and the body, and any fingerprints or inter- 
esting things like that. I’ve never had a chance of being 
Tight i in ona murder like this before. It'll last me all st a 

“ie” 
¥ The girl’s ghoulish excitement nauseated me. I had 

read ofthe mobs of women who besieged the law courts 
When some wretched man was being tried for his life. I 

knew. They were of the likeness of Cinderella, young, yet 

d feeling. The vividness of the girl’s beauty had 
racted me in spite of myself, yet at heart I retained my 
st impression of disapproval and dislike. The pretty 

with the ghoulish mind behind! ! ; 
Come off your high horse,” said the lady suddenly. 

don’t give yourself airs. When you got called to 
this job, did you put your nose in the air and say it was — 
nasty business, and you wouldn’t be mixed up in it?” 

io, but—" 
“Tf ‘pas been here on a porte, wouldn’t you be 

“Why are you so eee I asked weakly. “And what is 

a wondered who these women were. Nowl | 

sed with a yearning for morbid excitement, for 

tion at any price, without regard to any decency or 
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“Your idea of a woman is someone who gets on a chair 

and shrieks if she sees a mouse. That's all prehistoric. But 
you will show me round, won t sae You see, it might 
make a big difference to me.” 

“In what way?” 
“They're keeping all the reporters out. I might make a a 

big scoop with one of the papers. You don’t know how 
much they pay for a bit of inside stuff.” 

I hesitated. She slipped a small soft hand into mine. — 
“Please—there’s a dear.” 

I capitulated. Secretly I knew that I should rather 
enjoy the part of showman. After all, the moral attitude — 
displayed by the girl was none of my business. I was a little 
nervous as to what the examining magistrate might say, 
but, I reassured myself by the reflection that no harm 
could possibly be done. 
We repaired first to the spot where the body had been 

discovered. A man was on guard there, who saluted re- — 
spectfully, knowing me by sight, and raised no question 
as to my companion. Presumably he regarded her as 
vouched for by me. I explained to Cinderella just how the 
discovery had been made, and she listened attentively, 

- sometimes putting an intelligent question. Then we turned ~ 
_ our steps in the direction of the villa. I proceeded rather ~ 
cautiously, for, truth to tell, I was not at all anxious to — 

_ meet anyone. I took the girl through the shrubbery — 
round to the back of the house where the small shed was. — 
I recollected that yesterday evening, after relocking the ~ 

door, M. Bex had left the key with the sergent de ville 
Marchaud, “in case M. Giraud should require it while we ‘ 
are upstairs.” I thought it quite likely that the Sdireté — 
detective, after using it, had returned it to Marchaud ~ 

again. Leaving the girl out of sight in the shrubbery, I 
entered the house. Marchaud was on duty outside the _ 

door of the salon. From within came the murmur of voices. _ 
“Monsieur desires Hautet? He is within. He is again © 
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Sessa Francoise.” 
“No,” I said hastily, “I don’t want him. But I should 

‘very much like the key ey the shed outside if it is not 
a regulations.” 
* “But certainly, monsieur.” He produced it. “Here it is. 

. le juge gave orders that all facilities were to be placed 
at your disposal. You will return it to me when you have 
finished out there, that is all.” 

“Of course.” 
I felt a thrill of satisfaction as I realized that in Mar- 

i: chaud’s eyes, at least, I ranked equally in importance with — 
Poirot. The girl was waiting for me. She gave an excla- 

nation of delight as she saw the key in my hand. 
“You've got it then?” 
“Of course,” I said coolly. “All the same, you know, — 

phat I’m doing is highly irregular.” 
- “You've been a perfect duck, and I tian’? forget it. 

Come along. They can’t see us from the house, can they?” 
_ “Wait a minute.” I arrested her eager advance. “I won't 
s stop you if you really wish to go in. But do you? You've 
‘seen the grave, and the grounds, and you've heard all the 
‘details of the affair. Isn’t that enough for you? This is 
going to be gruesome, you know, and—unpleasant.” 

She looked at me for a moment with an expression 
iia I could not quite fathom. Then she laughed. 
“Me for the horrors,” she said. “Come along.” 
In silence we arrived at the door of the shed. I opened 
-and we passed in. I walked over to the body, and gently 
ulled down the sheet as M. Bex had done the preceding 
ternoon. A little gasping sound escaped from the girl’s 
ips, and I turned and looked at her. There was horror on 

her face now, and those debonair high spirits of hers were 
‘quenched utterly. She had not chosen to listen to my ad- 
Vice, and shé was punished now for her disregard of it. I 
felt singularly merciless toward her. She should go through 
with it now. I turned the es sad over. 



ay 5 MURDER ON THE LINKS 

“You see,” I said, “he was stabbed] in the back.” 
Her voice was almost soundless. - 
“With what?” is 
I nodded toward the glass jar. | 
“That dagger.” 
Suddenly the girl reeled, and then sank down in a heap. 

I sprang to her assistance. 
“You are faint. Come out of here. It has been too much 

for you.” 
“Water,” she murmured, “Quick. Water.” 
I left her and rushed into the house. Fortunately none 

of the servants were about, and I was able to secure a 
glass of water unobserved and add a few drops of brandy 
from a pocket flask. In a few minutes I was back again. 
The girl was lying as I had left her, but a few sips/of the 
brandy and water revived her ina marvelous manner. 

“Take me out of here—oh, quickly, quickly!” she cried, 
shuddering. 

Supporting her with my arm, I led her out into the 
~ air, and she pulled the door to behind her. Then she oe 
a deep breath. 

_ “That’s better. Oh, it was horrible! Why did you ever 
let me goin?” 

I felt this to be so Geniatine that I could not forbesa 
a smile. Secretly I was not dissatisfied with her collapse. 
It proved that she was not quite so callous as I had thought 
her. After all, she was little more than a child, and her 
curiosity had probably been of the unthinking order. 
“I did my best to stop you, you know,” I said gently. 

“I suppose you did. Well, good-by.” _ 
“Look here, you can ’t start off like that—all Bones 

You're not fit for it. I insist on accompanyiig: Leer back 
to Merlinville.” apa 

_ “Nonsense. I’m quite all right now.” 
“Supposing you felt faint eae No, I a comé with 

you.” 
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“But ¢ this she combated with a good deal of energy. In 
e end, however, I prevailed so far as to be allowed to 

ccompany her to the outskirts of the town. We retraced 
our steps over our former route, passing the grave again, 
and making a detour onto the road. Where the first 
‘straggling line of shops began, she stopped and held out 
ee hand. 
& “Good-by, and thank you ever so much for coming with — 
‘me.” 

_ “Are you sure you're all right now?” 
“Quite, thanks. I hope you won’t get into any trouble 
yer showing me things?” i 
_I disclaimed the jdea lightly. 
‘Well, good- ‘by. “ 
“Au revoir, it corrected. “If you're ee here, we 

shall meet again.” 
© She flashed a smile at me. 
“That's so. Au revoir, then.” 
“Wait a second, you haven’t told me your address?” 
“Oh, I'm staying at the Hétel du Phare. It’s a little 

| but quite good. Come and look me up tomorrow.” 
_ “I will,” I said, with perhaps rather unnecessary 
‘empressement. 
‘ I watched her out of sight, then turned and retraced 
my steps to the villa. I remembered that I had not relocked 

: door of the shed. Fortunately no one had noticed 
be oversight, and turning the key I removed it and 
Teturned it to the sergent de ville. And, as I did so, it came 
Upon me suddenly that though Cinderella had given me 
her address I still did not know her name. 
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Chapter Nine 

‘ 
4 
i 

| 
iM 

‘| 
j 

a M. Giraup Finps SOME CLUES 

In THE saton I found the examining magistrate busily - 
interrogating the old gardener Auguste. Poirot and the 
commissary, who were both present, greeted me respec-_ 
tively with a smile and a polite bow. I slipped quietly 
into a seat. M. Hautet was painstaking and meticulous — 
in the extreme, but did not succeed in eliciting anyhinns 

_ of importance, 
The gardening-gloves Auguste admitted to be his. ‘He 

wore them when handling a certain species of primula : 
plant which was poisonous to some people. He could not 
say when he had worn them last. Certainly he had not i 
missed them. Where were they kept? Sometimes in one 

_ place, sometimes in another. The spade was usually to 
_be found in the small tool shed. Was it locked? Of course 
it was locked. Where was the key kept? Parbleu, it was in 

_ the door of course! There was nothing of value to steal. 
_ Who would have expected a party of bandits, of assassins? 

Such things did not happen in Madame la Vicomtesse’s 
time. M. Hautet signifying that he had finished with him, 
the old man withdrew, grumbling to the last. Remember- 
ing Poirot's unaccountable insistence on the footprints ; 
in the flower beds, I scrutinized him narrowly as he gave 
his evidence. Either he had nothing to do with the crime 
or he was a consummate actor. Suddenly, just : as he was 

going out of the door, an idea struck me. | 
“Pardon, M. Hautet,” I cried, “but will you permit me 

to ask him one question?” - Pr 
“But certainly, monsieur.” 
Thus encouraged, I turned to Auguste. 

__. “Where do you keep your boots?” _ 
“Sac a Papert: growled the old man. “On my ‘fee 
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unday I wear the ay boots, bien entendu, but other- 
wise—!” He shrugged his shoulders. 

f shook my head, discouraged. 
“Well, well,” said the magistrate. “We do not advance 
ry much. Undoubtedly we are held up until we get the 
urn K vee from wapeneyait Has anyone seen Giraud? In 

looking in through the open window. 
He leaped into the room and advanced to the table. 
“Here I am, M. le juge, at your service. Accept my 

ses for not gone gle sooner.” 

asses. . But no matter.” 
fautet flushed angrily. There was evidently poke. 
love lost between the examining magistrate and 

etective in charge of the case. ‘They had fallen foul 
ach other at the start. Perhaps in any event it would 
been much the same. To Giraud, all examining 
trates were oe and to M. Hautet, who took him- 

e quiet voice startled us. Giraud was aie out- 
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sharply. “Without doubt you have ‘been elie oe your. 
time to a marvel? You have the names of the assassins for 
us, have you not? And also the precise spot where ay, 
find themselves now?” 

- Unmoved by this irony, Giraud replied, “I know at a 
least where they have come from.” 

. “Comment?” « 
: Giraud took two small objects from his pocket and laid 
_ them down on the table. We crowded round. The objects - 

were very simple ones: the stub of a cigarette, and an 
unlighted match. The detective wheeled round on Poirot. a 
“What do you see there?” he asked. ia 

_ There was something almost brutal in his tone. It ade a 
my cheeks flush. But Poirot remained unmoved, He : 
shrugged his shoulders. x 

“A cigarette end, and a match.” 
“And what does that tell you?” ; 
Poirot spread out his hands. “Tt tells ‘me—nothing.”” 
“Ah!” said Giraud, in a satisfied voice. “You haven't 

‘made a study of these things. That’s not an ordinary match 
—not in this country at least. It’s common enough in South 

America. Luckily it’s unlighted. I mightn’t have recog- 
nized it otherwise. Evidently one of the men threw away 
his cigarette end, and lit another, spilling one a tuaak : 
of the box as he did so.” ie 
“And the other match?” asked Poirot. 
“Which match?” : : 
“The one he did light his cigarette with. You nae founc 

that also?” 
“No. 9” 

“Perhaps you didn’t search very thence if 
“Not search thoroughly—” For a moment it seemed as 

_ though the detective were going to break out angrily, but 
- with an effort he controlled himself. “I see you love a joke, 

__ M. Poirot. But in any case, match or no match, the cigarett 

end would be sufficient. It is a South American say ae 
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r ith leader pectoral | paper.” Mid 
Poirot bowed. 
The commissary spoke: “The cigarette end and match 

bs two years since he returned from South America.” 

“No,” replied the other confidently. “I have already 
arched among the effects of M. Renauld. The cigarettes 

‘he smoked and the matches he used are quite different.” 
- “You do not think it odd,” asked Poirot, “that these 
strangers should come unprovided with a weapon, with 

ves, with a spade, and that they should so conveniently _ 
all these things?” 
iraud smiled in a rather superior manner. 

“Undoubtedly it is strange. Indeed, without the theory 
I hold, it would be inexplicable.” 

Aha!” said M. Hautet. “An canal ape An accomplice 
thin the house!” 
‘Or outside it,” said Giraud with a peculiar smile. 
“But someone must have admitted them? We cannot al- 
‘that, by an unparalleled piece of good fortune, they 

ete the door a for them to walk in?” 

; fe gue no one who possesses one is going to adinte 
ct if they can help it. But several people might have 

one. M. Jack Renauld, the son, for instance. It is true 
is on his way to South America, but he might have 

e key or had it stolen from him. Then there is the — 
ner—he has been here many years. One of the younger 

ints may have a lover. It is easy to take an impression 
key and have one cut. There are many possibilities. 
n there is another person who, I should judge, is ex- _ 

y likely to have such a thing in her keeping.” . 

i 
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“Who is that?” 
“Madame Daubreuil,” said the detective: digne 
“Eh, eh!” said the magistrate, his face falling a little, 

“so you have heard about:that, have your” 
“T hear everything,” said Giraud imperturbably. 
“There is one thing I could swear you have not heard,” 

said M. Hautet, delighted to be able to show superior 
_. knowledge, and without more ado, he retailed the story 

of the mysterious visitor the night before. He also touched — 
on the check made out to Duveen, and finally handed 

Giraud the letter signed Bella. aie 
Giraud listened in silence, studied the letter BP gists 

and then handed it back. ) 
“All very interesting, M. le juge. But my theory remains» 

unaffected,” . 
“And your theory is?” i 
“For the moment I prefer not to say. Remember, I am 

only just beginning my investigations.” 

“Tell me one thing, M. Giraud,” said Poirot suddenly. 
“Your theory allows for the door being opened. It does not | 

a explain why it was left open. When they departed, would - 
it not have been natural for them to close it behind them. 
If a sergent de ville had chanced to come up to the house, 

~~ as is sometimes done to see that all is well, they might have | 
been discovered and overtaken almost at once.’ 

“Bah! They forgot it. A mistake, I grant you.” 
Then, to my surprise, Poirot uttered almost the same? 

words as he had uttered to Bex the previous evening: “I 
do not agree with you. The door being left open was 
the result of either design or necessity, and any theory that 
does not admit that fact is bound to prove vain.” 

We all regarded the little man with a good deal of as- 
__ tonishment. The confession of ignorance drawn from him 

ver 
= _over the match end had, I thought, been bound to humili- 

ate him, but here he was self-satisfied as ever, laying owe, 
_ the law to the great Giraud without a tremor. 
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‘You don’t agree swith me, eh? Well, what strikes you 
rticularly about the case? Let’s hear your views.’ 
“One thing presents itself to me as being significant. 
ell me, M. Giraud, does nothing strike you as familiar 
bout this case? Is there nothing it reminds you of?” 
“Familiar? Reminds me of? I can’t say offhand. I don’t 
ink so, though.’ 
“You are wrong,” said Poirot quietly. “A crime almost 
recisely similar has been committed before.” 
“When? And where?” 
‘Ah, that, unfortunately, I cannot for the moment re- 

mber—but I shall do so. I had hoped you might be able 
assist me.” 
xiraud snorted incredulously. 
There have been many affairs of masked men! I cannot 
ember the details of them all. These crimes all resem- 

‘Dle each other more or less.” 
“There is such a thing as the individual touch.” Poirot 
ldenly assumed his lecturing manner, and addressed us 

collectively. “I am speaking to you now of the psychology 
‘of crime. M. Giraud knows quite well that each criminal | 
ds particular method, and that the police, when called 

investigate—say a case of burglary—can often make a 
vd guess at the offender, simply by the peculiar 

sthod he has employed. (Japp would tell you the same, 
astings.) Man is an unoriginal animal. Unoriginal with- 
the law in his daily respectable life, equally unoriginal 
tside the law. If a man commits a crime, any other crime 

0 disposed of his wives in succession by drowning them 

etl ods, he might have escaped detection to this day. But 

.. the common dictates of human nature, argu- 

e commits will resemble it closely. The English murderer _ 

eir baths was a case in point. Had he varied his 
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and he paid the penalty of his lack a originaley” 

“And the point of all this?” sneered Giraud. 
“That when you have two crimes precisely similar in de- 

sign and execution, you find the-same brain behind them 
both. I am looking for that brain, M/ Giraud—and I shall 
find it. Here we have a true clue—a psychological clue. 
You may know all about cigarettes and match ends, M. 
Giraud, but I, Hercule Poirot, know the mind of man!” 
And the ridiculous little fellow tapped his forehead veh 
emphasis. 

Giraud remained singularly unimpressed. 
“For your guidance,” continued Poirot, “I will also sal 

vise you of one fact which might fail to be brought to yout 
notice. The wrist watch of Madame Renauld, on the day 
following the tragedy, had gained two hours. It — in- 
terest you to examine it.” 

Giraud stared. 
“Perhaps it was in the habit of gaining?” 
“As a matter of fact, I am told it did.” 
“Eh bien, then!” 

_ “AN the same, two hours is a nee deal: ” said ee 
softly. “Then there is the matter of the bene uae in sig, 

flower bed.” 

a table. “There are none.” 

_ He nodded his head toward the open window: Giraud 
took two eager strides, and looked out. 
“This bed here?” ; ee 
"Ves, 99 ; Pugs ae 

“But I see no footprints?” 
“No,” said Poirot, straightening a Hite = of books « on 

For a moment an almost cider rage bdciocs 
_. Giraud’s face. He took two strides toward his tormentor 

_ but at that moment the salon door was opened, : and Mar 
_». chaud announced: ish eal 

_ Jand. May he enter?” 
“M. Stonor, the secretary, has just arrived from 4 
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GABRIEL STONOR 

THE MAN WHO ENTERED THE ROOM was a striking figure. 
‘Very tall, with a well-knit athletic frame, and a deeply 

| bronzed face and neck, he dominated the assembly. Even 

ter I realized that Gabriel Stonor was quite an unusual 
d "personality. English by birth, he had knocked about all _ 

over the world. He had shot big game in Africa, ranched 
in California, and traded in the South Sea Islands, He had 
been secretary to a New York railway magnate, and had 
spent a year encamped in the desert with a friendly tribe 
of Arabs. 
His unerring eye picked out M. Hautet. 
“The examining magistrate in charge of the case? 

Pleased to meet you, M. le juge. This is a terrible business. 
‘How’s Mrs. Renauld? Is she bearing up fairly well? Ie 
must have been an awful shock to her.” 

_ “Terrible, terrible,” said M. Hautet. ‘Permit me to in- 

troduce M. Bex—our commissary of police, M. Giraud of 
e Sureté. This gentleman is M. Hercule Poirot. M. Re- 
auld sent for him, but he arrived too late to do anything 

tonor Spokes at Poirot with some interest. 
Sent for you, did he?” 

“You did not know, then, that M. Renauld contem-' 
ted calling in a detective?” interposed M. Bex. 
No, I didn’t. But it doesn’t surprise me a bit.” — 

“Why?” 
ecause the old man was rattled! I don’t know what it _ 

all about. He didn confide in me: We weren’t on 

ST 

Giraud seemed anemic beside him. When I knew him bet- ~ 

avert the tpeedy. A friend of M. Poirot’s, a S 
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those terms. But rattled he was—and badly!” 
“H’m!” said M. Hautet. “But you have no notion of 

the cause?” 
“That’s what I said, sir.’ 
“You will pardon me, M. sionenr tae we must begin 

with a few formalities. Your name?” 
- “Gabriel Stonor.” 
“How long ago was it that you became secretary to M. 

Renauld?” 
| “About two years ago, when he first arrived from South 

_ America. I met him through a mutual friend, and he of- 
fered me the post. A thundering good boss he was too.” 

“Did he talk to you much about his life in South 
America?” 

“Yes, a good bit.” 

“Do you know if he was ever in Santiago?” 
“Several times, I believe.” 

“He never mentioned any special incident that occurred 
there—anything that ne have provoked some paces 
against him?” 

“Never.” 
“Did he speak of any secret that he had acquired while 

sojourning there?” 
“ °N oO. 9 

“Did he ever say aejthing at all about a secret?” 
“Not that I can remember. But, for all that, there was 

a mystery about him. I've never heard him speak of his boy-. 
hood for instance, or of any incident prior to his arrival 
in South America. He was a French Canadian by birth, I 
believe, but I’ve never heard him speak of his life in 
Canada. He could shut up like a clam if he lik | 

“So, as far as you know, he had no enemies, and you can 
_ give us no clue as to any secret to obtain posers of 

_ ~.which he might have been murdered?” Pike "i 
“That's so.” aia 

_ ™“M. Stonor, have you ever heard the name of Duveen j in 



oR Mr. Stonor shock his head. ; 
“Bella Duveen? Is that the full name? It’s curious! ’m 
re I know it. But for the moment I can’t remember in _ 
hat connection.” 

The magistrate coughed. 
“You understand, M. Stonor—the case is like this. There 

ing of consideration for Madame Renauld—for whom, 

fin!” said M. Hautet getting rather tied up in his sen- 
nce, “there must absolutely be no reservations.” a 
Stonor stared at Bie. a dawning light of comprehension _ 

affect her?” 
if this Bella Duveen should prove to have been 

thing more than a friend to her husband?” 
” said Stonor. “I get you now. But I'll bet my bot- 

ked at a petticoat. He just adored his own he They 
e most devoted couple I know.” ese 
autet shook his head gently. 

dame toge we have perthes proof that, at ge a 

yvoman, a Madsine Staal, who rents the ad- 

ust be no reservations. You might, perhaps, through a _ 

ther, you have a great esteem and affection, you might — 

I don’t ee see how my reservations, or other: Yaak 

lar that you’ re wrong. The old man never so much — . 

Stonor, we hold absolute. proof—a love letter writ- _ & 

this Bella to M. Renauld, accusing him of having — 

‘villa. And this i is the 1 man who, according to you, 
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never looked at a petticoat!” 
The secretary's eyes narrowed. 
“Hold on, M. le juge. You’re barking up the wrong 

~ tree. I knew Paul Renauld. What you've just been saying 
is utterly impossible. There’s some other explanation.” 
The magistrate shrugged his shoulders. 

' “What other explanation could there be?” 
“What leads you to think it was a love affair?” 
“Madame Daubreuil was in the habit of visiting him 

here in the evenings. Also, since M. Renauld came to the 
Villa Genevieve, Madame Daubréuil has paid large sums. 
of money into the bank in notes. In all, the amount totals 
four thousand pounds of your English money.” f 

“I guess that’s right,” said Stonor quietly. “T transmitted 
him those sums at his request. But it wasn’t an intrigue.” 

“Eh! mon Dieu! What else could it be?” 
“Blackmail,” said Stonor sharply, bringing down his. 

hand with a slam on the table. “That’s what it was.” 
“Ah! voila une idée!” cried the Bias eer shaken in 

spite of himself. 
“Blackmail,” repeated Stonor. ““The old man was being 

‘bled—and at a good rate too. Four thousand in a couple of 
months. Whew! I told you just now there was a mystery 

- about Renauld. Evidently this Madame Daubreuil knew 
enough of it to put the screws on.’ 

“It is possible,” the commissary cried excitedly. “Decide 
edly, it is possible.” 

“Possible?” roared Stonor. “It’s certain! Tell me, have 
you asked Mrs. Renauld about oan: love affair stunt f 

be yours?” 

“No, monsieur, We did not iuls to occasion her any 
distress if it could reasonably be avoided.” 

“Distress? Why, she’d laugh i in your face. I tell you, she 
~-and Renauld were a couple in a hundred.” 

“Ah, that reminds me of another point,” said M. Buccs : 
ms “Did M. Renauld take you into his confidence at ab as to” 



uu want. to see it. ee ve got it there. rhe ee aS 
in trust to his wife for her lifetime, the other half to 
on. A few iegeces, I rather think he left me a thou- 

‘When was this will drawn up?” 
“Oh, about a year and a half ago.” i 
“Would it surprise you very much, M. Stonor, to hear — 
M. Renauld had made another will, less than a fort- . 

no idea of it. What’ s it like?” pimps 
e whole of his vast fortune is left unreservedly to his 

e. There is no mention of his son.” 
r. Stonor gave vent toa prolonged whistle. a 
call that rather rough on the lad. His mother adoaee © 
of course, but to the world at large it looks rather 2 

ite sO, ‘quite ae said M. Hautet. “It is posible we 

ae to revise our ideas on several points. We have, — 

ra year.” ces 
you any a whether he has ever been in South | ee 
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“T’m quite sure he hasn’t. Before coming to Mr. Benauld a 

he had been for many years with some people in Glouces- — 
tershire whom I know well.” i 
“In fact, you can answer for him as being sieue suspi- 

cion?”’ { 

“Absolutely.” “ 
Poirot seemed somewhat crestfallen. 
Meanwhile the magistrate had summoned Marchaud. { 
“My compliments to Madame Renauld, and I should be 

glad to speak to her for a few minutes. Beg her not to dis- Fel 
turb herself. I will wait upon her upstairs.” s 
Marchaud saluted and disappeared. ol 

We waited some minutes, and then, to our surprise, the _ 
door opened, and Mrs, Renauld, deathly pale, entered ne # 

] 

room. t 
_ M. Hautet brought forward a chair, uttering igocone b| 
protestations, and she thanked him with a smile. Stonor yi 
was holding one hand of hers in his with an eloquent sym- 
pathy. Words evidently failed him. Mrs. Renauld turned — 
to M. Hautet. 

“You wished to ask me something, M. le juge.” | 
“With your permission, madame. I understand your — 

husband was a French Canadian by birth. Can you i meé 5) 
anything of his youth, or upbringing?” oe | 
_She shook her head. oe 
“My husband was always very reticent atone heirsaelt s 

monsieur. I fancy that he had an unhappy childhood, for | 
he never cared to speak of that time. Our life was lived 

- entirely in the present and the future.” 
“Was there any mystery in his past life?” 
Mrs. Renauld smiled a little, and shook her head. 

“Nothing so romantic, I am sure, M. le juge.” 
__M. Hautet also smiled. | 
“True, we must not permit ourselves to get melodra- i! 

matic. There is one thing more—’ he hesitated. ] 
Stonor broke in impetuously: “They've got an extraordi 
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nary ve in their heads Mrs. Renauld. They actually 

| fancy that Mr. Renauld was carrying on an intrigue with 
_ a Madame Daubreuil who, it seems, lives next door.” 

The scarlet color flamed into Mrs. Renauld’s cheeks. She 

Stonor stood looking at her in astonishment, but M. Bex 

pent forward and said gently, “We regret to cause you 

dae Daubreuil was your husband’s mistress?” 
_ With a sob of anguish, Mrs. Renauld buried her face in 

hands. Her shoulders heaved convulsively. At last she 
her head, and said brokenly, “She may have been.” 

- amazement on Stonor’s face. He was thoroughly 
back. 



Chapter Eleven _ 

Jack RENAULD 

WHAT THE NEXT DEVELOPMENT of the conversation would © 
have been, I cannot say, for at that moment the door was — 

thrown violently open, and a tall young man : strode into — 
the room. 

Just for a moment I had the uncanny sensation that the | 
dead man had come to life again. Then I realized that this — 
dark head was untouched with gray, and that, in point of — 
fact, it was a mere boy who now burst in among us with — 
so little ceremony. He went straight to Mrs. Renauld with — 

_an impetuosity that took no heed of the presence of others, 
“Mother!” 
“Jack!” With a cry she folded him in her arms. “My 

dearest! But what brings you here? You were to sail on the 
Anzora from Cherbourg two days ago?” Then, suddenly 
recalling to herself the presence of others, she turned with — 
a certain dignity. ““My son, messieurs.”’ 

“Aha!” said M. Hautet, acknowledging the young man’s 
_ bow. “So you did not sail on the Anzora?” 

“No, monsieur. As I was about to explain, the Anzora 

was detained twenty-four hours through engine trouble. _ 
I should have sailed last night instead of the night before, © 

_but, happening to buy an evening paper, I saw in it an | 
_ account of the—the awful tragedy that had befallen us—" 

_ His voice broke and the tears came into his eyes. “My ey ‘ 

| 
father—my poor, poor father.” 

Staring at him like one in a dream, Mrs. Raviebe re- 
peated, “So you did not sail?” And then, with a gesture of 
‘infinite weariness, she murmured as though to herself, 

_ “After all, it does not matter—now.” 
“Sit down, M. Renauld, I beg of you,” said M. Hautet, 

| 
| 
| 
| 
| 

| 

| 



icating a chair. “My sympathy for you is profound. can 
st have been a terrible shock to you to learn the news 

as you did. However, it is most fortunate that you were — 
(one from oe Tam in hopes that you i be 

‘is mnystery. ae 
“Tamat vents disposal, M. cj juge. Ask me any questions 

lease.” 
; To begin with, I understand that this j journey was be: 

ag undertaken at your father’s request?” 
“Quite so, M. le juge. I received a telegram pictdinay me 
proceed: without delay to Buenos Ayres, and from 
mce via the Andes to Valparaiso and on to asain se 

“Ab. And ag sie of this | journey?” 

‘ aed: Soin, ll ee embark Anzora sail- 
age Buenos . Ultimate destination ee) 

never ade any ease of sending me out.” 
“You have, of course, been a good deal in South Amer- ; 

Renauld?” i 

1t most of my Saar in that country, so I oi 
less of South America than might be supposed.” sf 

Jautet nodded his head, and proceeded with his i in- ~ 
: ; along the, by now, well-known lines. In response, — 
enauld declared definitely that he knew nothing Ok 
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any enmity his father might have incurred in ‘aie city of 2 
Santiago, or elsewhere in the South American continent, — 
that he had noticed no change in his father’s manner of — 

late, and that he had never heard him refer to a secret. — 
He had regarded the mission to South — as con- — 
nected with business interests. 

As M. Hautet paused for a minute, the quiet voice of 
Giraud broke in: “I should like to put a few questions on ~ 
my own account, M. le juge.” 

“By all means, M. Giraud, if you viet * said the magis- 
trate coldly. 

Giraud edged his chair a little nearer to o the table. 
“Were you on good terms with your father, M. ‘Re. 

nauld?” a 
“Certainly I was,” returned the lad haughtily. 
“You assert that positively?” 
“Yes.” 
“No little disputes, eh?” ; 
Jack shrugged his shoulders. “Everyone may have a dif-_ 

ference of opinion now and then.” 
“Quite so, quite so. But if anyone were to assert that. 

you had a violent quarrel with your father on the eve of 
your departure for Paris, that person, without doubt, © 
would be lying?” 4 

I could not but admire the ingenuity of Giraud. His : 
boast “I know everything” had been no idle one. Jack — 
Renauld was clearly disconcerted by the question. 

_ “We—we did have an argument,” he admitted, -_ . 
“Ah, an argument! In the course of that argument did 5 

- you use this phrase: ‘When you are dead, I can do as I : 
please’?” (i oe | 

“I may have,” muttered the other. “I don’t away Cea 
“In response to that, did your father say: ‘But Iam not | 

dead yet!’ To which you responded: ‘I wish you werel’ ” 

a ea 

The boy made no answer. His hands fiddled rmervously ' 
with the things on the table in front of bing? 8 



d} Lx was furious—I could almost have killed him at that i 
nent—there, gaa the most of that!” He leaned a , 

wary smiled, then, moving his chair back a little, aside : 

Phat is all. You would, without doubt, prefer to continue i 
i egal M. le Loge 

Mz. Taute sat up in his chair, 
M. Renauld, it is not permitted to trifle with the law!" 

xundered. “sega the i of the quarrel?” 

Benauld Dencd his head. 
i he apmitted. “J sare Mademoiselle Daubreuil, 

not byend: ara the i I hoa insulted, and. 
lost my temper.” 

aie looked across at Mrs. Menauld. 
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“You were aware of this—attachment, madame.” 

“I feared it,” she replied simply. 
“Mother,” cried the boy. “You too! Marthe is as good — 

as she is beautiful. What can you have against her?” 
“J have nothing against Mademoiselle Daubreuil in any 

way. But I should prefer you to marry an Englishwoman, 
or if a Frenchwoman, not one who has a mother of doubt- ~ 
ful antecedents!” 

Her rancor against the older woman showed plainly in — 
_ her voice, and I could well understand that it must have 
been a bitter blow to her when her only son showed signs 
of falling in love with the daughter of her rival. 

Mrs. Renauld ‘continued, addressing the magistrate: “I 
ought, perhaps, to have spoken to my husband on the sub- — 
ject, but I hoped that it was only a boy and girl flirtation — 
which would blow over all the quicker if no notice was — 
taken of it. I blame myself now for my silence, but my — 
husband, as I told you, had seemed so anxious and care- — 
worn, different altogether from his pormal self, that I was 
chiefly concerned not to give him any additional worry.” _ 

M. Hautet nodded. 

_ “When you cilocmed your father of your intentions to- 
ward Mademoiselle Daubreuil,” he resumed, “he was sur- — 
prised?” 

_ “He seemed completely taken aback. Then he Stee : 
me peremptorily to dismiss any such idea from my mind. — 
He would never give his consent to such a marriage. — 
Nettled, I demanded what he had against Mademoiselle — 
Daubreuil. To that he could give no satisfactory reply, but — 
spoke in slighting terms’ of the mystery. surrounding the — 
lives of mother and daughter. I answered that I was marry- 
ing Marthe, and not her antecedents, but he shouted me — 
down with a peremptory refusal to discuss the matter in — 
any way. The whole thing must be given up. The injustice — 
and high-handedness of it all maddened me—especially — 

_ since he himself always seemed to go out of his way to Res 



“attentive to bike es aa was eiwan suggesting that 
el should be asked to the house. I lost my head, and we 

r to that that I made the remark about ane as I 
pleased after his death—” 
_ Poirot interrupted with a quick question. 
_ “You were aware, then, of the terms of your nee 

ther halt i in trust for my mother to come to me at her “ 
ath,” replied the lad. 
“Proceed with your story,” said the magistrate. 

suddenly realized that I was in danger of missing my 
n to Paris. I had to run for the station, still in a white 

at of fury. However, once well away, I calmed down. I 
ie to Marthe, telling-her what had happened, and her 

eply soothed me still further. She pointed out to me that 

ive way at last. Our affection for each other must be 
1 and eke and when my parents realized that it 

ther’s s principal objection to the match. I soon saw that 
pe fea omy cause no gnod by’ ie eke My father wrote i. if 

Ftd, not keep them.” 
‘No matter,” said the detective. 
enauld looked at him for a moment, but the mage 
wae eons his Cae ee 
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“Duveen?” said Jack. “Duveen?”’ He jerned tented anil 
_ slowly picked up the paper-knife he had swept from the 

table. As he lifted his head, his eyes met the : watching ones 
of Giraud. “Duveen? No, I can’t say I am.” ; 

“Will you read this letter, M. Renauld, and tell me if | 
you have any idea as to who the person was who addressed 

_ it to your father.” 
Jack Renauld took the letter and read it through, the 

. color mounting in his face as he did so. 
“Addressed to my father?” The emotion and indigna 

tion in his tones were evident. 
“Yes. We found it in the pocket of his coat.” 
“Does—” He hesitated, throwing the merest fraction of 

a glance toward his mother. The magistrate understood. 
“As yet—no. Can you give us any clue as to the writer?” — 
“I have no idea whatsoever.” 
M. Hautet sighed. 
“A most mysterious case. Ah, well, I suppose we can now 

rule out the letter altogether. What do you think, M. Gi- 
raud? It does not seem to lead us anywhere.” 

“It certainly does not,” agreed the detective with em- 
phasis. 

_ “And yet,” sighed the magistrate, “it promised at the 
beginning to be such a beautiful and simple casel’”” He 
caught Mrs. Renauld’s eye, and blushed in immediate — 
confusion. “Ah, yes,” he coughed, turning over the papers 

_ on the table. “Let me see, where were we? Oh, the weapon. 
I fear this may give you pain, M. Renauld. I understand — 
it was a present from you to your mothe Very sad—very > 

_ distressing—” 
Jack Renauld leaned forward. His fice which had — 
_ flushed during: the perusal of the letter, was now Cea 
white. 
_ “Do you mean—that it was with an airplane-wire paper 
_ cutter that my father was—was cen ops But it’s intppictg 
| ee A little thing like that!" : 
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,M. Renanid; it is only too true! An ideal little 

ol, I fear. Sharp and easy to handle-” 
3 “Where is it? Can I see it? Is it still in the—the body?” 
ea no, it had been removed. You would like to see it? 

me has already identified it. Still—M. Bex, might I 

i ble your” 
Certainly, M. le juge. I will fetch it immediately.” __ 
“Would it not be better to take M. Renauld to the 

ed?” suggested Giraud smoothly. “Without doubt he 
Id wish to see his father’s body.” 
he boy made a shivering gesture of negation, and the 

trate, always disposed to cross Giraud whenever pos- 
, replied: 
ut no—not at present. M. Bex will be so kind as to 
it to us here.” 

The commissary left the-room. Stonor crossed to Jack, 
wrung him by the hand. Poirot had risen and was ad- 
ing a pair of candlesticks that struck his trained eye as 

a shade askew. The magistrate was reading the 
Mysterious love-letter through a last time, clinging des- 

tely to his first theory of jealousy and a stab in the 

"M. le “a M. le jugel” 
“But yes. What is it?” — 
“The dagger! It is gone!” 

~“Comment—gone?” 

is empty!” 
“What?” I cried. “Tnipossible, Why, only this morning - 
aw—” The words died on my tongue. 

“What is that you say?’ cried the commissary, “This : sag 

‘anished. Disappeared. The shins jar that contained 

But the attention of the entire room was diverted tome. 
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“I saw it there this morning,” I nal slowly. “About an 
hour and a half ago, to be accurate.” ~ 

“You went to the shed, then? How did 7 get the key?" 
_ “I asked the sergent de ville for it.” 

“And you went there? Why?” 
I hesitated, but in the end I decided that the only thing 

to do was to make a clean breast of it. 
“M. le juge,” I said. “I have committed a grave fault, 

for which I must crave your indulgence.” 
“Eh bien! Proceed, monsieur.’ 
“The fact of the matter is,” I said, wishing myself any- 

where else than where I was, “that I met a young lady, an 
acquaintance of mine. She displayed a great desire to see 
everything that was to be seen, and I—well, in short, I took 
the key to show her the body.” 

“Ah, par exemple,” cried the magistrate inkpnaaii 
“But it is a grave fault you have committed there, Captain 
Hastings. It is altogether most irregular. You should ne 
have permitted yourself this folly.” 

“I know,” I said meekly. “Nothing that you can sy 
ze could be too severe, M. le juge.’ 

- “You did not invite this lady to come here?” 
“Certainly not. I met her quite by accident. She is an 

_ English girl who happens to be staying in Merlinville, 
though I was not aware of that until my unexpected. meet- 
ing with her.” 
“Well, well,” said the magistrate, softening. “It was het 

irregular, but the lady is without doubt young and beauti- 
ful, n’est-ce pas? What it is to be young! | O jeunesse, fon 
esse!” And he sighed sentimentally. 

But the commissary, less romantic, and more practical, 

took up the tale: “But did not you reclose and lock ee 
door when you departed.” = 

_. “That's just it,” I said slowly. “That’s what I Seas my. 
self for so terribly. My friend was upset at the sight. She 
nearly fainted. I got her some brandy and water nee after 
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d insisted on accompanying her back to town. In the 

got back to the villa.” 
_ “Then for twenty Jean at least—” said the commis- 

“Exactly,” I said. 
“Twenty minutes,” mused the commissary. 
“It is deplorable,” said M. Hautet, his sternness of man- 

returning. “Without precedent.” 
Suddenly another voice spoke. 
“You find it deplorable, M. le he a asked Giraud. 
"Certainly I do.” 
‘Eh bien! 1 find it admirable,” said the other imper- 

bably. 
This unexpected ally quite bewildered me. 
‘Admirable, M. Giraud?” asked the magistrate, study- 
him cautiously out of the corner of his eye. 

“Precisely.” 
‘And why?” 

“Because we know now that the assassin, or an accom- 

lice of the assassin, has been near the villa only an hour 
x0. It will be strange if, with that knowledge, we do not _ 
hortly lay hands upon him.” ‘There was a note of menace ~ 

lis voice. He continued: “‘He risked a good deal to gain 
ssession of that dagger. Perhaps he feared that finger- 

ts might be discovered on it.” 
rot turned to Bex. Bh Pice 
yu said there were none?” 

iraud shrugged his shoulders. 
i apg eke he dca not be sure.” 

mee do not tay it was the assassin himself. It may have 
een an accomplice who was not aware of that fact.” 

sont mal renseignés, les accomplices!” eth 
, but he a no more, ~ 
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_The magistrate’s clerk was scence ne the papers on 

_ the table. M. Hautet addressed us: - 
“Our work here is finished. Perhaps, M. Renauld, you 

- will listen while your evidence is read over to you. I have 
purposely kept all the proceedings as informal as possible. 
I have been called original in my methods, but I maintain 
that there is much to be said for originality. The case is 
mow in the clever hands of the renowned M. Giraud. He 
will without doubt distinguish himself. Indeed, I wonder 
that he has not already laid his hands upon the mur- 
derers! Madame, again let me assure you of my heartfelt. 
sympathy. Messieurs, I wish you all good day.” ee 
Accompanied by his clerk and the hice * he took 

his departure, 
Poirot tugged out that large turnip of a watch of his, 

and observed the time. . 
“Let us return to the hotel for lunch, my friend,” he 

~ said. “And you shall recount to me in full the indiscre- 
tions of this morning. No one is observing u us. We need 
make no adieux.” 4 
We went quietly out of the room. The examining magis- 

_ trate had just driven'off in his car. I was going down the 
steps when Poirot's voice arrested me: “One little mo- 
ment, my friend. 

Dexterously he pe out his yard measure ae pro- 
ceeded, quite solemnly, to measure an overcoat hanging 
in the hall from the collar to the hem. I had not seen it 
hanging there before, and guessed that it belonges to 
either Mr. Stonor or Jack Renauld. 

Then, with a little satisfied grunt, Poirot returned: the 
measure to his pocket and followed me out ‘inte fue sie ee 
air. 



Chapter Twelve 

Pomot ELucwates CERTAIN Ports 

HY DID YOU MEASURE THAT OVERCOAT?” I asked, with 

ae curiosity, as we walked down the hot white road at a 
rely pace. 
‘Parbleu! to see how long it was,” replied my friend im- 
urbably. 

_ was vexed. Poirot’s incurable habit of making a mys- 

silence and followed a train of thought of my own. 
ough I had not noticed them specially at the time, 
in words Mrs. Renauld had addressed to her son 
recurred to me, fraught with a new significance. “So 
did not sail?” she had said, and then had added, “After 

, it does not matter—now.” 
What had she meant by that? The words were enigmati- 

ignificant. Was it possible that she knew more than 
pposed? She had denied all knowledge of the mysteri- 
nission with which her husband was to have entrusted 

son. But was she really less ignorant than she pretended? 
d she enlighten us if she chose, and was her silence. 
of a carefully thought out and preconceived plan? 
1e more I thought about it, the more I was convinced 

| was right. Mrs. Renauld knew more than she chose 
il. In her surprise-at seeing her son, she had momen- 

i assassins, at least the motive for the assassination. 

some powerful considerations must keep her silent. 
think profoundly, my friend,” remarked Poirot, 

so?” 

out of nothing never failed to irritate me. I relapsed 

betrayed herself. I felt convinced that she knew, if — . 

in upon my reflections. “What isitthatintrigues 

told him, sure of my ground, though feeling expectant — : 
would ridicule my suspicions. But to my surprise 
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he nodded thoughtfully. 

“You are quite right, Hastings. Fecue te fey aac I. 
have been sure that she was keeping something back. At 
first I suspected her, if not of i poe at = of conniv- 

ing at the crime.” . 
“You suspected her?” I cried. f 

“But certainly! She benefits enormously—in fact, by this 
new will, she is the only person to benefit. So, from the — 
start, she was singled out for attention. You may have 
noticed that I took an early opportunity of examining her 
wrists. I wished to see whether there was any possibility — 
that she had gagged and bound herself. Eh bien, I saw at 
once that there was no fake; the cords had actually been - 
drawn so tight as to cut into the flesh. That ruled out the - 
possibility of her having committed the crime single-— 
handed, But it was still possible for her to have connived — 
at it, or to have been the instigator with an accomplice. _ 
Moreover, the story, as she told it, was singularly familiar — 

to me—the masked men that she could not recognize, the - 
mention of ‘the secret’—I had heard, or read, all these © 

_ things before. Another little detail confirmed my belief 
that she was not speaking the truth. The wrist watch, 
Hastings, the wrist watch!” 

Again that wrist watch! Poirot was eyeing me ener 
“You see, mon ami? You comprehend?” 
“No,” I replied with some ill humor. “I neither see nor 

comprehend. You make all these confounded mysteries, 
and it’s useless asking you to explain. You always: “sn 
keeping everything up your sleeve to the last minute.” 

“Do not enrage yourself, my friend,” said Poirot ithe. a 
smile. “I will explain if you wish. But not a word to 
Giraud, c'est entendu? He treats me as an old one of no im- 
portance! We shall see! In common fairness I gave him a- 

hint. If he does not choose to act upon it, that i is his own 
_ ~look out.” 

_ Lassured oot that he could rely upon my discretion. 



- MURDER ON THE LINKS 103 

“Crest bien! Let us then employ our little gray cells. Tell 
“me, my friend, at what time, according to you, did the 
tragedy take place?” 
_ “Why, at two o’clock or thereabouts,” I said, astonished. 

_ “You remember, Mrs. Renauld told us that she heard the 
clock strike while the men were in the room.” 

“Exactly, and on the strength of that, you, the examin- 
Beenie, Bex, and al else, accept the time 

: : Decne Renauld lied. The crime took place at ‘least two 
urs earlier.” 

dag x ty ieee ami, for some reason, it was ANITIT < that 
‘the crime should seem to have taken place later than it 
actually did. You have read of a smashed watch or clock 
_ recording the exact hour of a crime? So that the time 
‘should not rest on. Mrs. Renauld’s testimony alone, some- | 
_ one moved on the hands of that wrist watch to two o'clock, 
_and then dashed it violently to the ground. But, as is often 
the case, they defeated their own object. The glass was 

“smashed, but the mechanism of the watch was uninjured. 
_ It was a most disastrous maneuver on their part, for it at 
_ once drew my attention to two points—first, that Madame 
-Renauld was lying; second, that there must be some 

ene reason for Sg ie povement of the time.” 

ys ina that is?” 
“The last train left Merlinville at seventeen minutes 

ited it out slowly. 
2 "So cm ie crime apparently taking place some two _ 
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hours later, anyone leaving by that bp would 
unimpeachable alibil” 

“Perfect, Hastings! You have it!” 
I sprang up. “But we must inquire at the station. Surely 

they cannot have failed to notice two foreigners who left 
by that train! We must go there at oncel: 4 

“You think so, Hastings?” 2 . ; 

Dex tins 

“Of course. Let us go there now.” | 
Poirot restrained my ardor with a light touch upon she 

arm. “Go by all means if youwish, mon ami—but if you 
go, ae should not ask for particulars of two foreigners.” 

I stared, and he said rather impatiently, “La, la, you do 
not believe all that rigmarole, do you? The masked men % 

_ and all the rest of cette histoire-la!” £ 
His words took me so much aback that I saanics: knew 

how to respond. He went on serenely: ; 
“You heard me say to Giraud, did you not, that all the 

details of this crime were familiar to me? Eh bien, that 
presupposes one of two things, either the brain that 
planned the first crime also planned this one, or else an 

- account read of a cause célébre unconsciously remained 
in our assassin’s memory and prompted the details. I shall 

_ be able to pronounce definitely on ie after—" He broke 
off. 

I was revolving sundry matters in my mind. . 
“But Mr. Renauld’s letter? It bese o2, mentions a 

secret and Santiago.” 
“Undoubtedly there was a secret in M. Renauld’s life 

there can be no doubt of that. On the other hand, the 
_ word Santiago, to my mind, is a red herring, dragged con- 

tinually across the track to put us off the scent. It is pos- 
sible that it was used in the same way on M., Renauld, to 
keep him from ‘directing his suspicions into a quarter 

- nearer at hand. Oh, be assured, Hastings, the danger that 
. threatened him was not in Santiago, it ‘was near at nant 

in France.” an . mes 



= gravely, and with such assurance, that I 
ot fail to be convinced. But I essayed one final ob- 

® What * them: Pa 
‘lanted! Deliberately planted there for Gicaud or one» 

his tribe to find! Ah, he is smart, Giraud, he candohis _ 
tricks! So can a good retriever dog. He comes in so pleased _ 

th himself. For hours he has crawled on his stomach. _ 
‘See what I have found,’ he says. And then again to me: 
‘What do you see here?’ Me, I answer, with profound and — 

truth, ‘Nothing.’ And Giraud, the great Giraud, he 
chs, he thinks to himself, ‘Oh, that he is imbecile, this _ 
one!’ But we shall see.” Re eae 

But my mind had reverted to the main facts. ane 
Then all this. story of the masked men—?” Pes 
iedaise.” 

“What really happened?” 
__. Poirot shrugged his shoulders. 

_ “One person could tell us—Madame Renauld. But she 
; seg isan Threats and entreaties would not move her. 

r . At fest: as I told you, I was s inclined to aes 
sing | concerned i in the crime. Afterward I altered 

par Rn 
Regard a great actress; does not her acting of nee 

and i a lene — its ean’ No, how- 
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case not upon my own impression but upon ha uidleliahle | 
fact that Mrs. Renauld actually fainted. I turned up her 
eyelids and felt her pulse. There was no deception—the — 
swoon was genuine. Therefore I was satisfied that her an- 
guish was real and not assumed. Besides, a small addi- 
tional point not without interest, it was unnecessary for 
Mrs. Renauld to exhibit unrestrained grief. She had had — 
one paroxysm on learning of her husband’s death, and ~ 

_ there would be no need for her to simulate another such — 
a violent one on beholding his body. No, Mrs. Renauld ~ 
was not her husband’s murderess. But why has she lied? — 
She lied about the wrist watch, she lied about the masked — 
men—she lied about a third thing. Tell me, Hastings, i 
what is your explanation of the open door?” 

“Well,” I said, rather embarrassed, “I suppose it was 4 
an oversight. They forgot to shut it.” 

Poirot shook his head, and sighed. 

“That is the explanation of Giraud. It does not satisfy — 
me. There is a meaning behind that open door which for 
a moment I cannot fathom.” 

“I have an idea,” I cried suddenly. 
“A la bonne heure! Let us hear it.” 
“Listen. We are agreed that Mrs. Renauld’s story is a — 

fabrication. Is it not possible, then, that Mr. Renauld left 
the house to keep an appointment—possibly with the mur- 
derer—leaving the front door open for his return. But he © 

_ did not return, and the next morning Sa is found, stabbed g 
in the back.” ag 

_ “An admirable theory, Hastings, but for two tae iiichs 
you have characteristically overlooked. In the first place, — 
who gagged and bound Madame Renauld? And why on 
earth should they return to the house to do so? In the sec- — 
ond place, no man on earth would go out to keep an ap- 
pointment wearing his underclothes and an overcoat. 
There are circumstances in which a man might wear isa 

i 
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“True, me bad. rather crestfallen. 
“No,” continued Poirot, “we must look elsewhere foc a 

solution of the open door mystery. One thing I am fairly 
sure OF teey did not leave through the door. They left by 
Bed the window.” 
of “But there were no footmarks in the flower bed under- 

nea 
st “No—and there ought to have been. Listen, Hastings. 
‘. The gardener, Auguste, as you heard him say, planted 

_ both those beds the preceding afternoon. In the one there — 
" are plentiful impressions of his big hobnailed boots—in — 

the other, none! You see? Someone had passed that way, 
someone who, to obliterate the footprints, smoothed over 
the surface of the bed with a rake.” 

__ “Where did they get a rake?” 
_ “There is no difficulty abo-it that.” 

__ “What makes you think that they left that way, though? 
; “Surely it is more probable that they entered by the win- 
_ dow, and left by the door.” | 
_ “That is possible of course. Yet I have a strong idea that. 
_ they left by the window.” 
“TJ think you are wrong.” 

“Perhaps, mon ami.” 

___ I mused, thinking over the new field of conjecture that _ 
- Poirot’s deductions had opened up to me. I recalled my 
“wonder at his cryptic allusions to the flower bed and the 

_ wrist watch. His remarks had seemed so meaningless at the 

ably, from a few slight incidents, he had unraveled much 
_ of the mystery that surrounded the case. I paid a belated 
_ homage to my friend, As though he read my thoughts, he 
3 ee eet: =e 
_ “Method, you comprehend! Method! Arrange your 
Pca. Arrange your ideas. And if some little fact will not’ _ 
: in=do not reject it but consider it closely. Though its 

nce escapes you, be sure that it is pemicent mle? 

moment and now, for the first time, I realized how remark- 
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“In the meantime,” I said, considera ‘although we 

know a great deal more than we did, we are no nearer to 
solving the mystery of who killed Mr. Renauld.” 

“No,” said Poirot cheerfully. “In fact we are a great deal 
farther off.” 
The fact seemed to afford him such peculiar satisfaction 

that I gazed at him in wonder. He met my eye and smiled. 
“But yes, it is better so. Before, there was at all events a 

clear theory as to how and by whose hands he met his 
death. Now that is all gone. We are in darkness. A hun- — 

_ dred conflicting points confuse and worry us. That is well. 
That is excellent. Out of confusion comes forth order. But 

_ if you find order to start with, if a crime seems simple and 
aboveboard, eh bien, méfiez vous! It is—how do you say it? — 
_—cooked! The great criminal is simple—but very few crimi- 
nals are great. In trying to cover up their tracks, they in- 
variably betray themselves. Ah, mon ami, I would that — 

‘some day I could meet a really great criminal—one who > 
commits his crime, and then—does nothing! Even I, Her- 

cule Poirot, might fail to catch such a one.’ 
But I had not followed his words. A light had burst 

- upon me. “Poirot! Mrs. Renauld! I see it now. She must be 
_ shielding somebody.” 

From the quietness with which Poirot received my re- 
mark, I could see that the idea had already occurred to 
him. 

“Yes,” he said thoughtfully. “Shielding someone—or . 
- screening someone. One of the two.” a 

I saw very little difference between the two words, but 
I developed my theme with a good deal of earnestness. 

Poirot maintained a strictly noncommittal attitude, re- 
peating, “Tt may be—yes, it may be. But as yet I do not 
know! There is something very deep underneath all this. 

_ You will see. Something very deep.” a. 
‘Then, as we entered our hotel, = Lalo iene on 

me with a gesture. 



- Chapter Thirteen 

Tue Girt WITH THE ANxIous EYES 

WE LUNCHED WITH AN EXCELLENT APPETITE. I understood © 
_ well enough that Poirot did not wish to discuss the tragedy 
| where we could so easily be overheard. But, as is usual when 
| one topic fills the mind to the exclusion of everything else, 
no other subject of interest seemed to present itself. For a 
while we ate in silence, and then Poirot observed mali- 

_ciously, “Eh bien! And your indiscretions! You recount 
them not?” 

‘I felt myself blushing. 
_ “Oh, you mean this morning?” I nea NOred to adopt a 

' tone of absolute nonchalance. 
_ But I was no match for Poirot. In a very few minutes he - 

<u had extracted the whole story from me, his eyes twinkling 

_ as he did so. . 
_ “Tiens! A story of the most romantic. What is her name, 

| this charming young lady?” 
I had to confess that I did not know. . 
_ “Still more romantic! The first rencontre in the train 
from Paris, the second here. Journeys end in lovers’ meet: 
_ ings, is not that the saying?” 

_ “Don’t be an ass, Poirot.” : 

_ “Yesterday it was Mademoiselle Daubreuil, today it is, 
_ Mademoiselle—Cinderella! Decidedly you have the heart 

_ of a Turk, Hastings! You should establish a harem!” 
_ “It’s all very well to rag me. Mademoiselle Daubreuil is 

_ a very beautiful girl, and I do admire her immensely—I_ 
don’t mind admitting it. The other’s nothing—I don’t sup- 

_ pose I shall ever see her again. She was quite amusing to 
jv talk to just for a railway. journey, but she’s not the si 

of — 1 mould ever get keen on.” uae 
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“Why?” Cees 
“Well—it sounds maoblish pethaps—but she’s not a 

lady, not in any sense of the wor 
Poirot nodded thoughtfully. There was less raillery in 

his voice as he asked, “You believe, then, in birth and 
breeding?” 

“TI may be old-fashioned, but I certainly don’ t believe i in 
marrying out of one’s class. It never answers.” 

“I agree with you, mon ami. Ninety-nine times out of a 
hundred, it is as you say. But there is always the hundredth — 
time! Still, that does not arise, as you do not propose to see 
the lady again.” : 

His last words were almost a question, and I was aware 
of the sharpness with which he darted a glance at me. And _ 
before my eyes, writ large in letters of fire, I saw the words — 
Hotel du Phare, and I heard again her voice saying, “Come 
and look me up,” and my own answering with empresse- 
ment: “T will.” 

Well, what of it? I had meant to go at the time. But 
since then, I had had time to reflect. I did not like the ~ 
girl. Thinking it over in cold blood, I came definitely to ~ 
the conclusion that I disliked her intensely. I had got 
hauled over the coals for foolishly gratifying her morbid _ 
curiosity, and I had not the least wish to see her again. 

I answered Poirot lightly enough. 
“She asked me to look her up, but of course I shan’ t.” 
“Why ‘of course’? -- ; - 
“Well—I don’t want to.” . a 
“T see.” He studied me attentively for some minutes. 4 

“Yes. I see very well. And you are wise. Stick to what you — 
have said.” 

“That seems. to be your invariable advice,” I remarked, 
rather piqued. 

“Ah, my friend, have faith in Papa Pore Some day, ie: 
xO permit, I will arrange you a marriage of pot oo 
ity.” 

q : 
’ 
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3 “Thank Rae I said Taughing, “but the prospect leaves 

me col 
Poirot sighed and shook his head. 

_ “Les Anglais!” he murmured. “No method—absolutely 
_ none whatever. They leave all to chance!” He frowned, 
and altered the position of the salt cellar. “Mademoiselle 

_ Cinderella is, staying at the Hétel d’Angleterre you told 
me, did you not?” ~ 
“No. Hétel du Phare.” 
“True, I forgot.” 

-Amoment’s misgiving shot across my mind. Surely I had 
never mentioned any hotel to Poirot. I looked across at 
him, and felt reassured. He was cutting his bread into neat 
little squares, completely absorbed in his task. He must 
have fancied I had told him where the girl was staying. 
~ We had coffee outside facing the sea. Poirot smoked one — 
of his tiny cigarettes, and then drew his watch from his 

"pocket. 
_ “The train to Paris leaves at two twenty-five,” he ob- 
- served. “I should be starting.” 
“Paris?” I cried. 
5 “That is what I said, mon ami.” 
_ “You are going to Paris? But why?” 

tes fS replied very seriously. 

“To look for the murderer of M. Renauld.” 
“You think he is in Paris?” 

_ “Iam quite certain that he is not. Nevertheless, it is 
there that I must look for him. You do not understand, but 

ie} 

that you should accompany me. Remain here and keep an 
eye on Giraud. Also cultivate the society of M. Renauld fils. 
‘And thirdly, if you wish, endeavor to cut him out with 
Mademoiselle Marthe. But I fear you will not have Shes 

ill explain it all to you in good time. Believe me, this 
urney to Paris is necessary. I shall not be away long. In 
I probability I shall return tomorrow. I do not propose 
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I did not quite relish the last remark. : “ 
“That reminds me,” I said. “I meant to ask you how 

you knew about those two?” 
“Mon ami—I know human nature... Throw together a > 

boy like young Renauld and a beautiful girl like Made- | 
moiselle Marthe, and the result is almost inevitable. Then, — 
the quarrel! It was money or a woman and, remembering P 
Léonie’s description of the lad’s anger, I decided on the © 
latter, So I made my guess—and I was right.” ; 

“And that was why you warned me against setting my — 
heart on the lady? You already suspen that she loved | 
young Renauld?”’ ra 

Poirot smiled. Shore 
“At any rate—I saw that she had anxious eyes. That ; is’ 

how I always think of Mademoiselle Daubreuil—as the _ 
girl with the anxious eyes.” 

His voice was so grave that it impressed me uncom- — 
fortably. ; 

“What do you mean by that, Poirot?” 
“I fancy, my friend, that we shall see before very long. — 

But I must start.” 
“You’ve oceans of time.” 
“Perhaps—perhaps. But I like plenty of lela at ithe ‘ 

station. I do not wish to rush, to hurry, to excite myself.” . 
“At all events,” I said, rising, “I- will come and see yous 

off.” a 
“You will do nothing of the sort. I font ie j 
He was so peremptory that I stared at him in puns toes : 

He nodded emphatically. q 
“I mean it, mon amt. Au revoir! You permit that I em- 4 

brace you? Ah, no, I forget that it is not the English cus- ~ 
tom. Une poignee de main, alors.” 

I felt rather at a loose end after Poirot had left ‘me. 
I strolled down the beach, and watched the bathers, with- : 
out feeling energetic enough to join them. I rather fancied — 
that Cinderella might be disporting herself anne them — 3 
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| m some wonderful costume, but I saw no signs of her. I 
_ strolled aimlessly along the sands toward the farther end 
_ of the town. It occurred to me that, after all, it would only 
| be decent feeling on my part to inquire after the girl. And 
| it would save trouble in the end. The matter would then ° 
_ be finished with. There would be no need for me to 
_ trouble about her any further. But, if I did not go at all, 
_ she might quite possibly come and look me up at the 
: villa. And that would be annoying in every way. Decid- 
_ edly it would be better to pay a short call, in the course of 
which I could make it quite clear that I could do nothing 
further for her in my capacity of showman. 

Accordingly I left the beach and walked inland. I soon 
_ found the Hétel du Phare, a very unpretentious building. 
* it was annoying in the extreme not to know the lady’s 
“mame and, to save my dignity, I decided to stroll inside 
i fond look around. Probably I should find her in the lounge. 
- Merlinville was a small place; you left your hotel to go to 
the beach, and you left the beach to return to the hotel. 

_ There were no other attractions. 
Thad walked the length of the beach without seeing her, 

_ therefore she must be in the hotel. I went in. Several people 
were sitting in the tiny lounge, but my quarry was not 

il among them. I looked into some other rooms, but there 

_ was no sign of her. I waited for some time, till my im- 
_ patience got the better of me. I took the concierge aside, 
, and slipped five francs into his hand. — 
_ “I wish to see a lady who is staying here. A young Eng- 

| lish lady, small and dark. I am not sure of her name.’ ; 
_ The man shook his head, and seemed to be suppressing 
a grin. “There is no such lady as you describe staying here.” 
“She is American possibly,” I suggested. These fellows 

_ are so stupid. 
ee But the man continued to shake his head. 
s _ “No, monsieur. There are only six or seven English and 
_ American ladies altogether, and they are all much older - 

ae 
rm. 



We aso, 

(114 MURDER ON THE LINKS tie 
_ than the lady you are seeking. Iti is not here that will, 

find her, monsieur.” 
He was so positive that I felt doubts. 
“But the lady told me she was staying here.” 
“Monsieur must have made a mistake—or it is more 

likely the lady did, since there has been another acanare. 
_ here inquiring for her.” 
“What is that you say?” I cried, surprised. cia 

“But yes, monsieur, A gentleman who described her just 
as you have done.” 
“What was he like?” 
“He was a small gentleman, well dressed, very = 

very spotless, the mustache very § stiff, the head of a — 
shape, and the eyes green.’ 

Poirot! So that was why he refused to let me accompany 
him to the station. The impertinence of it! I would thank ~ 
him not to meddle in my concerns. Did he fancy I needed 

_a nurse to look after me? 
Thanking the man, I departed, somewhat at a loss, and 

still much incensed with my meddlesome friend. I re- 
_ gretted that he was, for the moment, out of reach. I should 
have enjoyed telling him what I thought of his unwar- 
ranted interference. Had I not distinctly told him that I 
had no intention of ‘seeing the girl? Decidedly, one’s” 
friends can be too zealous! 

But where was the girl? I set aside my wrath and tried 
to puzzle it out. Evidently, through inadvertence, she had 
named the wrong hotel. Then another thought struck me. 
Was it inadvertence? Or had she deliberately withheld 

_ her name and given me the wrong address? 
__- The more I thought about it, the more I felt aa, 

_ that this last surmise of mine was right. For some reason or 
other she did not wish to let the acquaintance ripen into 

friendship. And though half an hour earlier this had been 
_~precisely my own view, I did not enjoy having the tables” 

turned upon me. The whole affair was profoundly unsatis- 



; MURDER ON THE LINKS 115 

factory, and I went up to the Villa Geneviéve in a condi- 

‘tion of distinct ill humor. I did not go to the house, but 
‘went up the path to the little bench by the shed and sat 
there moodily enough. 
_ Iwas distracted from my thoughts by the sound of voices 
close at hand. In a second or two I realized that they came, 
‘not from the garden I was in, but from the adjoining gar- 
den of the Villa Marguerite, and that they were approach- 
ang rapidly. A girl’s voice was speaking, a voice that I 
‘recognized as that of the beautiful Marthe. 
_ “Chért,” she was saying, “is it really true? Are all our 
‘troubles over?” 
_ “You know it, Marthe,” Jack Renauld replied. “Noth- 
ing can part us now, beloved. The last obstacle to our 

union is removed. Nothing can take you from me.” 
_ “Nothing?” the girl murmured. “Oh, Jack, Jack—I am 
afraid.” 
' Thad moved to depart, realizing that I was quite unin- 

tentionally eavesdropping. As I rose to my feet, I caught 
sight of them through a gap in the hedge. They stood to- 
gether facing me, the man’s arm round the girl, his eyes 
looking into hers. They were a splendid- looking couple, 
‘the dark, well-knit boy, and the fair young goddess. They 
seemed made for each other as they stood there, happy in 
Spite of the terrible tragedy that overshadowed their young 

But the girl’s face-was troubled, and Jack Renauld 
to recognize it, as he held her closer to him and 

‘asked, “But what are you afraid of, darling? What is there 
“to fear—now?” . 

_ And then I saw the look in her eyes, the look Poirot had 
en of, as she murmured, so that I almost guessed at 
words, “I am afraid—for you.” 
‘did not hear young Renauld’s answer, for my atten- 

on was distracted by an unusual appearance a little far- 
ther down the hedge. There appeared to be a brown bush 
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_ there, which seemed odd, to say the least of i it, so ate in 
the summer. I stepped along to investigate, but, at my 
advance, the brown bush withdrew itself precipitately, and 
faced me with a finger to its lips. It was Giraud. 

Enjoining caution, he led the way noun the shed until 
we were out-of earshot. Laas 

“What were you doing there?’’ I aed 
“Exactly what you were doing—listening.” 
“But I was not there on purposel” 
“Ah!” said Giraud. “I was.” 
As always, I admired the man while disliking him. He 

looked me up and down with a sort of contemptuous dis 
favor. 

“You didn’t help matters by butting in. I might have 
heard something useful in a minute. What have you acm 
with your old fossil?” 

“M. Poirot has gone to Paris,” I replied cally, “And ] 
can tell you, M. Giraud, that he is anything but an ole 
fossil. He has solved ‘ many cases that have completely baf 
fled the English police.” 

“Bah! The English police!” Giraud snapped his finger 
disdainfully. “They must be on a level with our examin: 

_ing magistrates. So he has gone to Paris, has he? Well, a 
good thing. The longer he stays there, the better. But what 
does he think he will find there?” 

I thought I read in the question a tinge of uneasiness. d 
drew myself up. Se 

“That I am not at liberty to say,” I said Tere nei 
_ Giraud subjected me to a piercing stare. : 
“He has probably enough sense not to tell you ” he re 

marked rudely. “Good afternoon. I’m busy.” 
’ And with that he turned on his heel and left me with 

out ceremony. Matters seemed at a standstill at the Villa 
_ Geneviéve, Giraud evidently did not desire my company 
and, from what I had seen, it seemed fairly ceria ‘ha 

Jack Renauld did not either. 
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‘i. went Shack to the town, had an enjoyable swim and re- 

turned to the hotel. I turned in early, wondering whether 

the following day would bring forth anything of interest. 
' Iwas wholly unprepared for what it did bring forth. I 
‘was eating my petit déjeuner in the dining-room when the 
‘waiter, who had been talking to someone outside, came 

‘back in obvious excitement. He hesitated for a minute, 
fidgeting with his napkin, and then burst out. 

_ “Monsieur will pardon me, but he is connected, is he 

Rot, with the affair at the Villa Geneviéve?” 
“Yes,” I said eagerly. “Why?” 
“Monsieur has not heard the news, though?” 
“What news?” 

-“That there has been another murder there last night!” 
“What?” 
Leaving my breakfast, I caught up my hat and ran as 

as I could. Another murder—and Poirot away! What 
fatality. But who had been murdered? 
_ Idashed in at the gate. A group of the servants was in the 
aie talking and gesticulating. I caught hold of Francoise. 

“What has happened?” 
“Oh, monsieur! monsieur! Another death! It is terrible. 
There is a curse upon the house. But yes, I say it, a curse! 
They should send for M. le curé to bring some holy water. 

er will I sleep another night under that roof. It might — 
ay ate who knows?” 

; ber I know—me? A man—a stranger. They found him 
jp there—in the shed—not a hundred yards from where 

they found poor Monsieur. And that is not all. He is 



Chapter Fourteen 

THE SECOND Bopy 

the shed. The two men on guard there stood aside to let 
me pass and, filled with excitement, I entered. 

The light was dim; the place was a mere rough oan 
erection to keep old pots and tools in. I had entered i ind 
petuously, but on the threshold I checked myself, fasci- ‘ 
nated by the spectacle before me. ; 

Giraud was on his hands and knees, a pocket torch in 
his hand with which he was examining every inch of the 
ground. He looked up with a frown at my entrance, then 
his face relaxed a little in a sort of good-humored con-— 
tempt. 2 

“Ah, c’est ’ Anglais! Enter then. Let us see what you 
can make of this affair.” 

Rather stung by his tone, I stooped my head, and ped 
in. 

i 

Z 
WaArTING For No More, I turned and ran up the path 2 

“There he is,” said Giraud, flashing his torch to the far 
corner. 43 : 

I stepped across. : 4 
The dead man lay straight upon his oe He was of 

medium height, swarthy of complexion, and possibly 
about fifty years of age. He was neatly dressed in a dark 
blue suit, well cut and probably made by an expensive 
tailor, but not new. His face was terribly convulsed, and 

on his left side, just over the heart, the hilt of a dagger 
stood up, black and shining. I recognized it. It was the 
same dagger I had seen reposing in the gee iar, the pred ; 
ceding morning! a 

“I'm expecting the doctor any minute,” explained Gi “ 
_ aud. “Although we hardly need him. ‘There’s no doubt: 

See 
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r death must have been pretty well instantaneous.” 
__ “When was it done? Last night?” 
__ Giraud shook his head. 
_ “Hardly. I don’t lay down the law on medical evidence, 
_ but the man’s been dead well over twelve hours. When do 
_ you say you last saw that dagger?” - 

_ “About ten o'clock yesterday morning.” 
_ “Then I should be inclined to fix the crime as being 
e: not long after that.” 

_ “But people were es and repassing this shed con- 

Giraud laughed Bascreecbly. 
* “You progress to a marvel! Who told you he was killed 
in this shed?” 

_ ~“Well—” I felt flustered. “I—I assumed it.” 
“Oh, what a fine detective! Look at him, mon petit—does 

‘a man stabbed to the heart fall like that—neatly with his 
feet together, and his arms to his side? No. Again does a 

man lie down on his back and permit himself to be stabbed 
without raising a hand to defend himself? It is absurd, is 
“it not? But see here—and here—” He flashed the torch 
along the ground. I saw curious irregular marks in the 
soft dirt. “He was dragged here after he was dead. Half 
dragged, half carried by two people. Their tracks do not 
_ show on the hard ground outside, and here they have 
been careful to obliterate them—but one of the two was a 

_ woman, my young friend.” 
% “A woman?” 
eal Yes.” 

_ “But if the tracks are obliterated, how do you know?” 
_ “Because, blurred as they are, the prints of the woman’s — 

“hoes are unmistakable. Also, by this—” And, leaning for- 
ward, he drew something from the handle of the dagger _ 
and held it up for me to see. It was a woman’s long black“ 
eee mnllar' to the one Poirot had taken from the arm- 
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chair in the library. © i) 

both cases?” I asked eagerly. 

‘skin was hard. It hardly enlightened me as much as oI 
_ should have liked. I looked up at Giraud. 

_ With a slightly ironic smile hi wound i it ipod a = dag 
ger again. 
“We will leave things as they areas s much as possible,” } 

he explained. “It pleases the Psi: mage * 
bien, do you notice anything else?” ; 

I was forced to shake my head. o 
“Look at his hands.” ; : 

I did. The nails were broken and discolored, and the 

“They are not the hands of a gentleman,” he said, an- 
swering my look. “On the contrary, his clothes are those 
of a well-to-do man. That is curious, is it not?” — 

“Very curious,” I agreed. 
“And none of his clothing is marked. What $3 we re 

from that? This man was trying to pass himself off as other 
than he was. He was masquerading. Why? Did he fear 
something? Was he trying to escape by disguising himself? 
As yet we do not know, but one thing we do know—he was 
as anxious to conceal his identity as we are to vino atebes ita 

_ He looked down at the body again. _ 
“As before there are no fingerprints on the handle of 

the dagger. The murderer again wore gloves.” 
“You think, then, that the murderer was the same in 

Giraud became inscrutable. 4 
“Never mind what I think. We shall see. Marchand!” 
The sergent de ville icles at the pera, 
“Monsieur?” 
“Why is Madame Renauld not here? I sent = her a 

ae fetes *. 

: quarter of an hour ago?” 

Bt 

_ “She is coming up the ae now, monsieur, Bien —* son 
with her.” 

“Good. I only want one at a ‘time, though.’ me am 4 

~ Marchaud saluted and disappeared sss A | moment 



“his way, 1 eadane,” He led her across, and then, ood. 
‘suddenly aside : “Here is the man. Do you know him?” — 
id as he. bee hhis eyes, ees like, bored into her 

But Mrs. Renauld remained perfectly falin-too canst I 
It. She | poked down at the corpse almost without inter- 

tea ee as me.” 
ou are lle 
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“Madame,” said Giraud brutally, “I am -aredaeating 
not one murder, but two murders! For all I know you may 
have committed them both.” 
“How dare you?” she cried. “How dare you insult me by 

such a wild accusation! It is infamous:” 
“Infamous, is it? What about this?” Stooping, he again 

detached the hair, and held it up. “Do you see this, 
madame?” He advanced toward her. “You permit that I see 
whether it matches?” 

With a cry she started backward, white to the lips. 
“It is false—I swear it. I know nothing of the crime—of 

either crime. Anyone who says I do lies! Ah! mon Dieu, 
what shall I do?” it 

“Calm yourself, madame,” said Giraud coldly. “No one 
has accused you as yet. But you } will do well to answer Be 
questions without more ado.” 

“Anything you wish, monsieur.” _—_, 
“Look at the dead man. Have you ever seen him before?” 
‘Drawing nearer, a little of the color creeping back to 

lher face, Madame Daubreuil looked down at the victim 

with a certain amount of interest and curiosity. Then age 
shook her head. \ 

“I do not know him.” ‘ 
It seemed impossible to doubt her, the words came so_ 

naturally. Giraud dismissed her with a nod of the head. 
“You are letting her gor” I asked in a low voice. “Is that 

wise? Surely that black hair is from her head.” 
“I do not need teaching my business,” said Giraud 

dryly. “She is under surveillance. I have no wish to arrest 
her as yet.” 
‘Then, frowning, he gazed down at the body. | 
“Should you say that was a Spanish nes at all?” he 

asked suddenly. 
I considered the face carefully. 

“No,” I said at last. “I should put him down asa | French- | 
man most decidedly.” Sheen te ; 

a 

AAS. | 
: : 9 



_ went over the floor, turning over pots, examining old 
sacks. He pounced on a bundle by the door, but it proved 
‘0 be oad a ragged coat and trousers, and he flung it down 

ink he had forgotten my presence. 

and our old friend, the examining magistrate, accom- 
panied by his clerk and M. Bex, with the doctor behind 
lem, came bustling i in. 
“But this is extraordinary, M. Giraud,” cried M. Hautet. 

time?” 

n identified. " 

ere is the body?” asked the doctor. 
‘moved aside a little. 

in the corner. He has been stabbed to oe heart, 

1 t that is for you to say. You can handle the dagger 
ere are no fingerprints on it.” 

(ee. stood there for a moment, then with an imperative 7 
gesture he waved me aside and once more, on hands and 
knees, he continued his search of the floor of the shed. He — 

was marvelous. Nothing escaped him. Inch by inch he | 

he end ‘es shodk his head and laid them aside. Then 4 
ent back to the pots, methodically turning them over __ 
by one. In the end, he rose to his feet and shook his _ 
thoughtfully. He seemed baffled and perplexed. I oe 

ut at that moment a stir and bustle was heard gutside! : 

d ctor ie down by the dead man, and Giraud 

“Another crime! Ah, we have not got to the bottom of this 
re is some ep mystery here. But who is the vic- 

ust ‘what nobody can tell us, M. le juge. He has 

cy that | the fataedes followed hard upon the 
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“Could it possibly be one of the assassins? They may have 
fallen out among themselves.” 

Giraud shook his head. 
“The man is a Frenchman—I would take my oath of 

that—” 
But at that moment they were interrupted by the doc- 

tor, who was sitting back on his heels with a perplexed ex- 
pression. 

“You say he was killed yesterday morning?” 
“T fix it by the theft of the dagger,” explained Girsad: 

“He may, of course, have been killed later in the day.” 
“Later in the day? Fiddlesticks! This man has been dead 

at least forty-eight hours, and probably longer.” 
We stared at each other in blank amazement. 



= Chapter Fifteen 

é A PHOTOGRAPH 

‘pOCTOR’s WORDS were so surprising that we were all 
omentarily taken aback. Here was a man stabbed with _ 
agger which we knew to have been stolen only twenty- om 
hours cate and yet Dr. Durand asserted ee a 

Iving at ‘Merlinville at 12:28. ai 
ot at ised watch and saw that [had just time to get 

ela he eed} in Paris. The ara of his re- ee 
og that. A very few hours had sufficed. I won- _ 

down the oben, until it occurred to me that I 
ass the time by asking a few questions as to who _ 

ft Merlinville by the last train on the evening of — 
d : tragedy. : 
Eee ‘I ap coached ge, hice porter, an intelligeatioching a 
an, and had little difficulty in persuading him to enter 

subject. It was a disgrace to the Police, he hotly 
, that such brigands of assassins should be allowed 

bou ee I est that there was some gst wis 
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sibility they might have left by the midnight nes but he. 
negatived the idea decidedly. He would have noticed two 
foreigners—he was sure of it. Only about twenty people 
had left by the train, and he could not have failed to ob- 
serve them. 

I do not know what put the idea into my head—possibly 
it was the deep anxiety underlying Marthe Daubreuil’s 
tones—but I asked suddenly, “Young M. Renauld—he did 
not leave by that train, did he?” 

“Ah, no, monsieur. To arrive and start off again within 

half an hour, it would not be amusing, that!” : 
I stared at the man, the significance of his words almost — 

escaping me. Then I saw. 
“You mean,” I said, my heart beating a little, “that M. 

Jack Renauld arrived at Merlinville that evening?” 
“But yes, monsieur,. By the last train arriving the other 

way, the eleven-forty.” 
My brain whirled. That, then, was the reason of Mar- 

the’s poignant anxiety. Jack Renauld had been in Merlin- 
ville on the night of the crime! But why had he not said 
so? Why, on the contrary, had he led us to believe that he 
had remained in Cherbourg? Remembering his frank boy- 
ish countenance, I could hardly bring myself to believe 

that he had any connection with the crime. Yet why this 
silence on his part about so vital a matter? One thing was 
certain: Marthe had known all along. Hence her anxiety, 
and her eager questioning of Poirot to know whether 
anyone was suspected. | 

My cogitations were interrupted by the arrival of the 
train, and in another moment I was greeting Poirot. The 
little man was radiant. He beamed and vociferated and, 
forgetting my English reluctance, embraced me warmly on 
the plattorm. » 
“Mon cher ami, I have succeeded—but succeeded to a 
marvel!” | 

“Indeed? I’m delighted to hear it. Pie you heard the 



ld yo ‘tha tI should hear oes oa There is 
n | some apa uae eh? The brave Giraud, he vga 

that I attend to my mustaches—they are Feira ee ee oe 
from the heat of traveling. Also, without doubt, there Pane 

t on my coat. And my tie, that I must rearrange.” . sae 
cut short his remonstrances. . 

Villa at once. There has been another murder!’ 
have frequently been disappointed when fancying that 
as giving news of importance to my friend. Either he 

he will ae reason!” 
‘You did not expect it, then?” car 

~ “I? Not the least in the world. It demolishes my theory 
it ruins. everything—it—ah, nol” He stopped dead, — 

sd : ae himself on the chest. “It is impossible. I cannot 

ilam og 
ut then—” ; 

j terruptedme. eee 
Gd et my friend. I must be right, therefore this new eh 

_ murder is, pote unless—unless—oh, wait, I ei ars 

My dear Poirot—never mind all that. We must go to — f 

‘known it already or he has dismissed it as irrelevant to 
the main end | in the latter case events have usually oe 
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normal manner, he said in a quiet, assured voice. 
“The victim is a man of middle age. His body was found 

in the locked shed near the scene of the crime and had 
been dead at least forty-eight hours. And it is most prob- 
able that he was stabbed in a similar manner to M. 
Renauld, though not necessarily in the back.” . 

It was my turn to gape—and gape I did. In all my knowl- 
_ edge of Poirot he had never done anything so amazing as 

this. And, almost inevitably, a doubt crossed my mind. 

“Poirot,” I cried, “you're pulling my leg. You’ve heard 
_ all about it already.” 

He turned his earnest gaze upon me reproachfully. 
““Would I do such a thing? I assure you that I have heard 

nothing whatsoever. Did you not observe the shock your — 
news was to me?” 

“But how on earth could you know all that?” 
“I was right then? But I knew it. The little gray cells, 

my friend, the little gray cells! They told me. Thus, and in — 

no other way, could there have been a second death. Now 
tell me all. If we go round to the left here, we can take a 

_ short cut across the golf links which will bring us to the 
back of the Villa Geneviéve much more quickly.” 

As we walked, taking the way he had indicated, I re- 
counted all I knew. Poirot listened attentively. 
_“The dagger was in the wound, you say? That is curious. - 

- You are sure it was the same one?” % 
“Absolutely certain. That’s what makes it so icrpoadble: ga 
“N Nothing i is impossible. There may have been two he 

gers.’ 
I raised my eyebrows. 
“Surely that is in the highest degree unlikely? It would 

be a most extraordinary coincidence.” 
“You speak as usual, without reflection, Hastings. In 

some cases two identical weapons would be highly im- 
_ probable. But not here. This particular weapon was a- 
souvenir which was made to Jack Renauld’s orders,’ It is 
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eally highly unlikely, when you come to think of it, that — 
he should have had only one made. Very probably he 
would have another for his own use.” 

“But nobody has mentioned such a thing,” I objected. 
_ A hint of the lecturer crept into Poirot’s tone. 

_ +-“My friend, in working upon a case, one does not take 
_ into account only the things that are mentioned. There is 
“mo reason to mention many things which may be im-- 

_ portant. Equally, there is often an excellent reason for 
= mot mentioning them. You can take your choice of the © 
ae two motives.” 

I was silent, impressed in spite of myself. Another few 
minutes brought us to the shed. We found all our friends © 
there and, after an interchange of polite amenities, Poirot 
began his task. 
_ Having watched Giraud at work, I was keenly inter- 
ested. Poirot bestowed but a cursory glance on the sur- 
roundings. The only thing he examined was the ragged 
coat and trousers by the door. A disdainful smile rose to — 
Giraud’s lips, and, as though noting it, Poirot flung the 
bundle down again. ; 
“Old clothes of the gardener’s?” he queried. 

_ “Exactly,” said Giraud. 
_ Poirot knelt down by the body. His fingers were rapid 

_ but methodical. He examined the texture of the clothes, 
and satisfied himself that there were no marks on them. 
7 The boots he subjected to special care, also the dirty and — 

oken eal. While oo the latter, he threw 

‘a “You saw these?” 
“Yes, I saw them,” replied the other. His face remained 

Suddenly Poirot stiffened. 
— Durand!” 
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“T didn’t notice it, I must admit. - 
_ “But you observe it now?” 
“Oh, certainly.” 
Poirot again shot a question at Giraud. 
“You noticed it without doubt?” 
The other did not reply. Poirot proceeded. The dagger 

had been withdrawn from the wound. It reposed in a glass 
_ jar by the side of the body. Poirot examined it, then he 

studied the wound closely. When he looked up, his eyes 
were excited, and shone with the green light I knew so 
well. 

“It is a strange wound, this! It has not bled. There is no’ 
stain on the clothes. The blade of the dagger is slightly dis- 
colored, that is all. What do you think, M. le docteur?” 

“I. can only say that it is most abnormal.” 
“It is not abnormal at all. It is most simple. The man 

- was stabbed after he was dead.” And, stilling the clamor 
of voices that arose with a wave of his hand, Poirot turned 

to Giraud and added, “M. Giraud agrees $ with me, do you 
not, monsieur?” 

Whatever Giraud’s real belief, he accepted the position 
without moving a muscle. Calmly and almost scornfully, 
he replied, “Certainly I agree.’ 

The murmur of surprise and interest broke out again, 
“But what an idea!” cried M. Hautet. “To stab a man 

after he is.dead! Barbaric! Unheard of! Some unappeas- 
_ able hate, perhaps. 32 

“No, M. le juge,” said Poirot. “I should fancy it was 
G done quite cold-bloodedly—to create an impression.” 

“What impression?” 
“The impression it nearly did create,” returned } ‘epee: 

oracularly. 
M. Bex had been thinking. 
“How, then, was the man killed?” 

__ “He was not killed. He died. He died, M. le jug i if Tr 
am not much mistaken, of an epileptic fit!” 

i 



ing Po cinitation: At last he rose to his feet. — 
Nell, M. le docteur?” 

“M. Poirot, I am inclined to believe that you are cor- 

mtrovertible fact that the man had been stabbed dis- 
acted my attention from any other indications.” 

ate was profuse in compliments. Poirot responded grace- 

aud approached us. 
“One other thing, M. Poirot,” he said, in his suave, 

dagger. A woman’s hair.” 

I wonder a ” said Canad. Then, with a bow, he left 

a was eet the good Giraud,” said Poirot 

erious journey to Paris. 
lingly, my friend. I went to Paris to find this.” _~ 

y, and then excused himself on the pretext that neither 
nor I had yet lunched, and that he wished to repair the © 

ivages of the journey. As we were about to leave the shee f 

t in your assertion. I was misled to begin with. The in-_ 

Poirot was the hero of the hour. The examining magis- , 

‘ 

ing voice. “We found this coiled round the handle of : 

‘Ah!” said Poirot. “A woman’s hair? What woman’s, ria 

He took from his pocket a small faded newspaper cut: 
5 was ape pci of a woman's photograph. — 
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ent style, the likeness was unmistakable. © 
“Madame Daubreuil!” I exclaimed. 
Poirot shook his head with a smile. . 
“Not quite correct, my friend. She did not call herself 

by that name in those days. That is a picture of the notori- 
ous Madame Beroldy!” 
Madame Beroldy! In a flash the whole thing came back 

to me. The murder trial that had evoked such world-wide 
interest. 

The Beroldy Case. 



_ Chapter Sixteen 

Tue BERotpy CAsE 

_ SOME TWENTY YEARs OR so before the opening of the pres- | 
ent story, Monsieur Arnold Beroldy, a native of Lyons, 
arrived in Paris accompanied by his pretty wife and their 
_ little daughter, a mere babe. Monsieur Beroldy was a jun- 
_ ior partner in a firm of wine merchants, a stout middle- 

_ aged man, fond of the good things of life, devoted to his 
_ charming wife, and altogether unremarkable in every way. 

_ The firm in which Monsieur Beroldy was a partner was a 
_ small one, and although doing well, it did not yield a large 

_ income to the junior partner. The Beroldys had a small 
_ apartment and lived in a very modest fashion to begin 

s But unremarkable though Monsieur Beroldy might be 
his wife was plentifully gilded with the brush of romance. 

_ Young and good-looking, and gifted withal with a singular — 
_ charm of manner, Madame Beroldy at once created a stir 
_ in the quarter, especially when it began to be whispered 
_ that some interesting mystery surrounded her birth. It was 
_ rumored that she was the illegitimate daughter of a Rus- 

sian Grand Duke. Others asserted that it was an Austrian — 
Archduke, and that the union was legal, though morga- 

_ Batic. But all stories agreed upon one point, that Jeanne 
_ Beroldy was the center of an interesting mystery. Ques- 

_ tioned by the curious, Madame Beroldy did not deny 
_ these rumors. On the other hand, she let it be clearly 

erstood that, though her lips were sealed, all these 
stories had a foundation in fact. To intimate friends she 
_unburdened herself further, spoke of political intrigues, 

apers,”’ of obscure dangers that threatened her. There 
also much talk of Crown jewels that were to be sold 

) 
1 

i; 
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secretly, with herself acting as the oo bere spa 

_ Among the friends and acquaintances of the Rovldys 
- was a young lawyer, Georges Conneau. It was soon evident 

ie 

that the fascinating Jeanne had completely enslaved his 
heart. Madame Beroldy encouraged the young man in a 
discreet fashion, but was always careful to affirm her com- 
plete devotion to her middle-aged husband. Nevertheless, 
many spiteful persons did not hesitate to declare that 
young Conneau was her lover—and not the only one! 
When the Beroldys had been in Paris about three 

months, another personage came upon the scene. This was 
Mr. Hiram P. Trapp, a native of the United States, and 
extremely wealthy. Introduced to the charming and mys- 
terious Madame Beroldy, he fell a prompt victim to her _ 
fascinations. His admiration was obvious, though strictly 
respectful. 
About this time, Madame Beroldy became more one 

: spoken in her confidences. To several friends she declared 
herself greatly worried on her husband’s behalf. She ex- 
plained that he had been drawn into several schemes of 
a political nature, and also referred to some important 

papers that had been entrusted to him for safekeeping and 
- which concerned a “secret” of far reaching European im-— 

_ portance. They had been entrusted to his custody to throw _ 
_ pursuers off the track, but Madame Beroldy was nervous, 
having recognized several important members of the revo- 
lutionary circle in Paris. 

On the 28th day of November, the blow fell. The woman 
who came daily to clean and cook for the Beroldys was — 

- surprised to find the door of the apartment standing wide 
_ open. Hearing faint moans issuing from the bedroom, she _ 
- went in. A terrible sight met her eyes. Madame Beroldy — 
lay on the floor, bound hand and foot, uttering feeble _ : 

_ moans, having managed to free her mouth froma gag.On _ 
the bed was Monsieur Beroldy, lying in a pool of blood, a 

f has a knife driven through his heart. 
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be sag over her. Staine’ her cries, they had bound and 
gagged her. They had a demanded of Monsieur Beroldy 

But the intrepid wine merchant refused point-blank to 
accede to their request. Angered by his refusal, one of the — 
men incontinently stabbed him through the heart. With 

, ee aaa man’s keys, they had opened: the safe in the cor- 

as “the Russian aac Time went on, and the © 
ns bearded men were never traced. And then, — 

: just as public interest was beginning to die down, a start-_ 

ling development occurred. Madame Beroldy was arrested © 
and charged with the murder of her husband. 

_ The trial, when it came on, aroused widespread inter- _ 
est. The youth and beauty of the accused, and her mysteri- 
“ous at were sufficient to make of it a cause célébre. 

peed themselves wildly for or against ‘the pris- — 

ee or Be iEvsiasm. The romantic past of Madame Beroldy, 
: royal blood, and the mysterious intrigues in which she | 
had her being were shown to be mere fantasies of the = 

Beton, if 

ere a highly respectable and prosaic. coun iru 
rchants, who lived on the outskirts of Lyons. The Rus- _ 

| Grand Duke, the court intrigues, and the political — 

erself! From her brain had emanated these ingenious _ 
and she was proved to have raised a considerable _ 
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tion of the “Crown jewels’’—the jewels 4 in acute Beh 
found to be mere paste imitations. -Remorselessly the 

whole story of her life was laid bare. The motive for the 
murder was found in Mr. Hiram P. Trapp. Mr. Trapp did 
his best, but relentlessly and agilely cross-questioned he 
was forced to admit that he loved the lady, and that, had 

_ she been free, he would have asked her to be his wife. The — 
fact that the relations between them were admittedly pla- 

_ tonic strengthened the case against the accused. Debarred — 
_ from becoming his mistress by the simple honorable nature — 

of the man, Jeanne Beroldy had conceived the monstrous — 
project of ridding herself of her elderly undistinguished 
husband, and becoming the wife of the rich American. 

Throughout, Madame Beroldy confronted her accusers — 
with complete sangfroid and self-possession. Her story — 
never varied. She continued to declare strenuously that she — 
was of royal birth, and that she had been substituted for 
the daughter of the fruit seller at an early age. Absurd and 
completely unsubstantiated as these statements were, a 

_ great number of people believed implicitly in their truth. — 
But the prosecution was implacable. It denounced the — 

_ masked “Russians” as a myth, and asserted that the crime — 
_ had been committed by Madame Beroldy and her lover, — 
Georges Conneau. A warrant was issued for the arrest of — 

_ the latter, but he had wisely disappeared. Evidence showed — 
that the bonds which secured Madame Beroldy were ~ . 

~ loose that she could easily have freed herself. ; 
And then, toward the close of the trial, a letter, posted in ~ 

Paris, was sent to the Public Prosecutor. It was from — 
_ Georges Conneau and, without revealing his whereabouts, 

it contained a full confession of the crime. He declared — 
that he had indeed struck the fatal blow at Madame Ber- _ 
oldy’s instigation. The crime had been planned between, - 
them. Believing that her husband ill-treated her, and mad- — 

_ dened by his own passion for her, a passion which he be- © 
lieved her to return, he had planned the crime and struck - 
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h fatal ow that should free the woman he loved from 
ateful bondage. Now, for the first time, he learned of — 

fr. Hiram P. Trapp, and realized that the woman he 
»ved had betrayed him! Not for his sake did she wish to — 
free—but i in order to marry the wealthy American. She 

turned and denounced her, declaring that throughout 
_ he had acted at her instigation. 

And then Madame Beroldy Daas herself the remark- 

ians” were a pure invention on her part. The real 
urderer was Georges Conneau. Maddened by passion, — 

e had committed the crime, vowing that if she did not © 

“ that if she told the truth she might be accused of 
onniving at the crime. But she had steadfastly refused to 
ave anything more to do with her husband’s murderer, 

_ and it was in revenge for this attitude on her part that he 
had written this letter accusing her. She swore solemnly 
that ahs oe had nothing to do with the planning of the - 

hardly credible. But this woman, , whose peas tales of | 
yal intrigues had been so easily accepted, had the su- — 

was a masterpiece. The tears streaming down her face, 
‘spoke of her child, of her woman’s honor—of her desire 

he admitted that, Georges Conneau having been her 
over, she might perhaps be held morally responsible for 
 crime—but, before God, nothing more! She knew that _ 
had eee a grave fault in not denouncing Con- — 
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neau to the law, but she declared in a broken voice that 
that was a thing no woman could have done. She had loved 
him! Could she let her hand be the one to send him to the 
Guillotine? She had been guilty of much, but she was in- 
nocent of the terrible crime imputed to her. 
However that may have been, her eloquence and person- 

ality won the day. Madame Beroldy, amid a scene vf un- 
paralleled excitement, was acquitted. 

Despite the utmost endeavors of the police, Georges — 
Conneau was never traced. As for Madame Beroldy, noth- 
ing more was heard of her. Taking the child with her, 
she left Paris to begin a new life. 



Chapter Seventeen ~ 

We MAKE FuRTHER INVESTIGATIONS 

fairly accurately. ‘It had attracted a great deal of interest 
at the time, and had been fully reported by the English — 

part to recollect the salient details. 

int of view struck me at once. 

nd since you see everything now, mon ami, whine ex- 
‘is it that you see?” 

red Mr. Renauld. The onary of the two cases 

1 \VE SET pow the Beroldy case in full. Of course all the _ 
tails did not present themselves to my memory as I have 
counted them here. Nevertheless, I recalled the case | 

pers, so that it did not need much effort of memory on. 

“Poirot,” I said, “I congratulate you. I see everything | 

See: 

’ 

ust for the moment, in my excitement, it seemed to, m 
ar up the whole matter. I admit that I am impulsive, — 
Poirot deplores my custom of j jumping to conclusions, _ 

ut I think I had some excuse in this instance. The re- | 
arkable ‘way in which this discovery justified Poirot's — 

y,, that it was Madame Daubreuil-Beroldy, who 
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acquitted? That in actual fact she was guilty of connivance 
in her husband’s murder?” 

I opened my eyes wide. 
“But of course! Don’t you?” 
Poirot walked to the end of the room, absent-mindedly 

straightened a chair, and then said thoughtfully,” “Yes, that 
is my opinion. But there is no ‘of course’ about it, my 
friend. Technically speaking, Madame. ‘Beroldy is inno- 

cent.” 

“Of that crime, perhaps. But not of this.” 

“ 

Poirot sat down again, and regarded me, iets thoughtful 
air more marked than ever. 

“So it is definitely your opinion, Hastings, that Madame — 
Daubreuil murdered M. Renauld?” 

“Ves.” ; 

“Why?” 

He shot the question at me with such suddenness that I~ 
was taken aback. 

“Why?” I stammered. “Why? Oh, because—” I came to 
a stop. 

Poirot nodded his head at me. 
_ “You see, you come to a stumbling-block at once. “Why 
should Madame Daubreuil murder M. Renauld? We can 

_ find no shadow of a motive. She does not benefit by his 
- death; considered as either mistress or blackmailer she 

stands to lose. You cannot have a murder without a motive. 

The first crime was different. There we had a rich lover 
Waiting to step into her husband’s shoes.” 

“Money is not the only motive for murder,” I apjeeed. | 
“True,” agreed Poirot placidly. “There are two others. 

_ The crime passionnel is one. And there is the third rare 
motive, murder for an idea which implies some form of 
mental derangement on the part of the murderer. Homi- 
cidal mania and religious fae belong to that class. 3 

- We can rule it out here.” 
“But what about the crime passionnel Can you ‘rule 

Me 
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t? Te Madame Daubreuil was aes mistress, a 

oirot ok. his head. 
-I say if, you: note—Madame Daubreuil + was ‘Re 
eres, he had not had time to tire of her. And in 

n lass es emotional stress. She is a magnificent 
i But, sored at eee Ber life sone’ 

erican, for whom she probably did not care a button, 
s her objective. If she committed a crime, she would 
ays do so for gain. Here there was no gain. Besides, 
do. (ake account for the digging of the grave? That 

as. to another a. You have spoken of the 
ty between the two crimes. Wherein does that lie, __ 

stared at him i in Re eniment, 
Poirot, it was you who remarked on that! The 

of the masked men, the secret, Paes 
t smiled a little. 

Be ilariey af the two stories links the two cases 
r inevitably. But reflect now on something very 
. It isnot Madame Daubreuil who tells us this tale— 

, all would indeed be plain sailing—it is Madame 

Is she then i in a wie the: eran” poi 
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“Ta-ta-ta,” said Poirot impatiently. “Again you have 
the sentiment, and not the logic! If it is necessary for a 

- criminal to be a consummate actress, then by all means 

assume her to be one. But is it necessary? I do not believe 
Madame Renauld to be in league with Madame Daubreuil 
for several reasons, some of which I have already enumer- 

ated to you. The others are self-evident. Therefore, that 
possibility eliminated, we draw very near to the truth, 
which is, as always, very curious and interesting.” 

“Poirot,” I cried, “what more do you know?” 
“Mon ami, you must make your own deductions. You 

have access to the facts! Concentrate your gray cells. Rea- 
son—not like Giraud—but like Hercule Poirot.” 

“But are you sure?” 
“My friend, in many ways I have been an imbecile. But 

at last I see clearly.” 
“You know everything?” 
am have discovered what M. Renauld sent for me to dia 

cover.” | 
“And you know the murderer?” 
“I know one murderer.” a 
“What do you mean?” 3 
“We talk a little at cross-purposes.. There are here not 

one crime, but two. The first I have solved, the second— 
bien, I will confess, I am not sure!” F 

“But, Poirot, I thought you said the man in the shed 
had died a natural death?” 

“Ta-ta-ta.” Poirot made his favorite ejaculation of in 
patience. “Still you do not understand. One may have i 

4 

crime without a murderer, but for two crimes it is essenti 
to have two bodies.” 

His remark struck me as so peculiarly lacking? in lucidity 
that I looked at him in some anxiety. But he appeared per- 
fectly normal. Suddenly he rose and strolled to the mde 

“Here he is,” he observed. 7 
“Who?” ; } we os wad a 



Jack} Renauld, it sent a note up to the villa to ask 
come here.” 

iend napping, but as usual, he was omniscient. He, too, 
i inquired at the station. 

ngs. The excellent Giraud, he also has probably 

u don’t think—” I said, and then stopped. “Ah, no, 
uld bé too horrible!” 

st occurred to me that though there were seven 
directly or indirectly connected with the case— 

ious visitor, and the three servants—there was, with 
eption of old Auguste, who could hardly count, only 
ee Renauld. And a man must have dug a 

ad no time to develop further the aeetiee idea that 

greeted him in a businesslike manner. 
‘a seat, monsieur. I regret infinitely to derange 
you will perhaps understand that the atmosphere 
la is not too congenial to me. M. Giraud and I do 

en striking and you will comprehend that I do 

Pid | 

score at his expense.” 
I a ask a little favor of you?” 

d without doubt we are not original in the idea, — 

irot looked inquiringly at me, but I said no more. It — , 

Renauld, Madame Daubreuil and her daughter, the 
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oe the course of my ideas, and I asked Poirot a Hs 

ed to me, for Jack Renauld was ushered intothe __ 

to eye about everything. His politeness to me_ : ce 

any little discoveries I may make to benefit him 

os M. Poirot,” said the lad. “That fellow Giraud _ . 
iditioned brute, and I'd be ea aie to see 
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“I will ask you to go to the railway station and take : a 
train to the next station along the line, Abbalac. Ask there 
at the cloakroom whether two foreigners deposited a valise 
there on the night of the murder. It is a small station, ang 
they are almost certain to remember. Will you do this?” 

“Of course I will,” said the boy, mystified, though read dy 
for the task. i 

“I and my friend, you comprehend, have business else- 
where,” explained Poirot. “There is a train in a quarter of 
an hour, and I will ask you not to return to the villa, as i 
have no wish for Giraud to get an inkling of your errand.” 

“Very well, I will go straight to the station.” 
He rose to his feet. Poirot’s voice stopped him. 
“One moment, M. Renauld, there is one little matter 

that puzzles me. Why did you not mention to M. Hautet 
this morning that you were in Merlinville on the night ) 
the crime?” ‘ 

Jack Renauld’s face went crimson. With an effort he 
controlled himself. 

“You have made a mistake. I was in Cherbourg, as 1 told 
the examining magistrate this morning.’ § 

Poirot looked at him, his eyes narrowed, cat-like, un 
they only showed a gleam of green. 

“Then it is a singular mistake that I have made there- 
for it is shared by the station staff. They say bat arrived 
by the eleven-forty train.” ~ 4 

For a moment Jack Renauld hesitated, then he made 
his mind. 

“And if I did? I suppose you do not mean to accuse 
of participating in my father’s murder?” He asked 
-question haughtily, his head thrown back. 

“I should like an explanation of the reason that Drone 
you here.” 
“That is simple enough. I came to see my fiancée, M 

moiselle Daubreuil. I was on the eve of a long voya 
certain as to when I should return. I wished to see her 



bowed his head as a sign that he accepted the — 
n. Jack Renauld took up his hat and cane and 

. In a trice Poirot jumped to his feet. 
k, Hastings. We will go after him.” _ 

a discreet distance behind our quarry, we fol 
| him through the’ streets of Merlinville. But when 
saw that <e aeok the turning to the station, he 

is well. He has taken the bait. He will go to Abba- 
will inquire for the mythical valise left by the 
foreigners. ee mon ami, all that was a little pe 

1 of my own.” 
wanted im out of the ahegat I exclaimed, 



Chapter Eighteen © ei 

Giraup Acts.” 

“By THE way, Poror,” I said, as we ae ee the Ye: : 

white road, “I’ve got a bone to pick with you. I dare s 
you meant well, but really it was no business of yours 
go mooching round to the Hotel du Piste without letting 
me know.” 

Poirot shot a quick sidelong jie at me, 
“And how did you know I had been there?” he inquired. 
Much to my annoyance, I felt ie colar rising in my 

cheeks. a 
“I happened to look in in passing,” I ig acai with. as 

much dignity as I could muster. 
I rather feared Poirot’s banter, but to my relief, a 

somewhat to my surprise, he only shook his head with ¢ 
rather unusual gravity. 

“If I have offended your susceptibilities is in any way 
demand pardon of you. You will understand better soor 
But, believe me, I have striven to concentrate all my ener, 

gies on the case.’ er a 
“Oh, it’s all right,” I said, mollified by the ates i: 

know it’s only that you have my interests at heart. B 
can take care of myself all right.” 

Poirot seemed to be about to say ome further, b 
_ checked himself. 

Arrived at the villa, pa led the way ‘up to ‘the sh 

where the second body had been discovered. He did n 
however, go in, but paused by the bench which I 

. mentioned before as being set some few yards away fro 
After contemplating it for a moment or two, he pac 

between the Villa Geneviéve and the Villa M r 
Then he paced back again, nodding his head as 



ined him at the moment that Marthe ae 
anely startled, came running up to the hedge — 

little word with soe nedemobetis, if it is per- 
dz” 2 | 

—s do you remember running after me ‘on : 
ad the sath sae I came to your house with the ex- 

5 

EF - It was.a a cy. (he Duipeistble Who dares is sy 
ae ed ; i 
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watched her intently. 
“You know, of course, that he was here on the night of 

the murder?” he asked. 
“Yes,” she replied mechanically. “He told me.” i 
“It was unwise to have tried to conceal the fact,” vet 

tured Poirot. 
“Yes, yes,” she replied impatiently. “But we catinot 
waste time on regrets. We must find something to save him, 
He is innocent, of course, but that will not help him with 
a man like Giraud, who has his reputation to think of. He 
must arrest someone, and that someone will be Jack.” ‘ 

“The facts will tell against him,” said Poirot. “You real- 
ize that?” 

She faced him squarely, and used the words I had heard 
her say in her mother’s drawing-room, 

“I am not a child, monsieur. I can be brave and look 
facts in the face. He is innocent, and we must save him.” 

She spoke with a kind of desperate energy, then was si- 
lent, frowning as she thought. 

“Mademoiselle,” said Poirot observing her keenly, “ 
there not something that you are keeping back that you 
could tell us?” 

She nodded perplexedly. 
“Yes, there is something, but I hardly know “whether 

. you will believe it—it seems so absurd.” | 
“At any rate, tell us, mademoiselle.” att ) 
“It is this. M. Giraud sent for me, as an afterthought, te 

see if I could identify the man in there.” She signed with 
her head toward the shed. “I could not. At least I could 
not at the moment. But since, I have been Lee oa 

“Well?” & 
“It seems so queer, and yet I am almost sure. I will tell 

you. On the morning of the day M. Renauld was mur- 
dered, I was walking 1 in the garden here, when I heard a 
sound of men’s voices quarreling. I pushed aside the 
bushes and looked through. One of the men was. M. Re 

9 ee 
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; I nies he was hams for money, but at that 

as his clothes and money?” 
“Tt is an idea, mademoiselle,” said Poirot slowly. a an: 

a lot pees iained, but it is certainly an idea. Twill 
of it.” Gonchar 

\ ep | whispered ate “I must go.” And she | oe 
aa — — the trees. i 

hat ee you ty think?” I asked, in some curiosity. 
that story true, or did the girl make it up in order 

suspicion from her lover?” 
curious sie aad Poirot, “but I believe it to be > 

= He sone and then ae Yes,’ I cena that 

ing. It was necessary for me to see Mademoiselle 

n Cede rags. ‘Ete: ‘was aletnately aie aad threat- 

efore he could pet her on her = Three little oo 



hiv 

money! After that, one can believe anything.” 
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Renauld doing here on that eventful evening, 4 if he 
did not see Mademoiselle Marthe, whom did he see?” 

“Surely, Poirot,” I cried, aghast, “you cannot believe 
that a boy like that would murder his own father.” 
“Mon ami,” said Poirot, “you continue to be of a sen- 

timentality unbelievable! I have seen mothers who mur- 
dered their little children for the sake of the insurance 

“And the motive?” f 
“Money, of course. Remember that Jack Renauld 

thought that he would come into half his father’s fortune 
at the latter’s death.” 

“But the tramp. Where does he come in?” 
Poirot shrugged his shoulders. 
“Giraud would say that he was an accomplice—an apache 

who helped young Renauld to commit the crime, and. who 
was conveniently put out of the way afterward. : | 

“But the hair round the dagger? The woman’s hair?” 
“Ah,” said Poirot, smiling broadly. ““That is the cream 

of Giraud’s little jest. According to him, it is not a 
woman’s hair at all. Remember that some youths of today 
wear their hair brushed straight back from the forehead 
with pomade or hairwash to make it lie flat. ee 
some of the hairs are of considerable length.” 

“And you believe that too?” 
“No,” said Poirot with a curious smile. “For I know it 

to be the hair of a woman—and more, which woman!” — q 
“Madame Daubreuil,” I announced positively. 
“Perhaps,” said Poirot, regarding me quizzically. 4 
But I refused to allow myself to get annoyed. 
“What are we going to do now?” I asked, as we Gherta 

the hall of the Villa Genevieve. 4 
“I wish to make a search among the effects of M. Jack 

| ._ Renauld. That is why I had to get him out of the gk for 
a few hours.” 

“But will not Giraud have searched already?” I asked. 



od ing. ‘Poirot waded on through collars, oleae 
ocks. A purring noise outside drew me to the win- 
nstantly I became galvanized into life. 

a = 
a: Jnceremoniously ie tumbled out the things on the 

or, mostly ties and handkerchiefs. Suddenly with a cry 
umph Poirot pounced on something, a small square 
oard, evidently a photograph. Thrusting it into his 

he returned the things pell-mell to the drawer, 

the stairs. In the hall stood Giraud, contemplat- 
his prisoner. 

a. afternoon, M. Giraud,” said Poirot. ‘ ‘What have 

nodded so head toward a 
trying to make a getaway, but I was too sharp 
e is under arrest for the maurder of his father, 
enauld.” 

wheeled to confront the boy who leaned Hele 
door, his face ashy pale. 

3 yon say to that, jeune homme?” 

oirot!” I cried. “A car has just driven a Giraud is in 7 a 

g me by the arm dragged me out of the room 



Chapter Nineteen | 

I Usz My Gray CELLs 

I wAs DUMBFOUNDED. Up to the last, I had not been able to” 
bring myself to believe Jack Renauld guilty. I had ex- 
pected a ringing proclamation of his innocence when 
Poirot challenged him. But now, watching him as he stood, 
white and limp against the wall, and hearing the damning 
admission fall from his lips, I doubted no longer. 

But Poirot had turned to Giraud. 
“What are your grounds for arresting him?” 
“Do you expect me to give them to as ay 
“As a matter of courtesy, yes.” : 
Giraud looked at him doubtfully. He was torn beeweedl 

a desire to refuse rudely and the pleasure of friumphing) 
over his adversary. . A 
“You think I have made a mistake, I suppose?” he he 

sneered. al 
“It would not surprise me,” replied Poirot, with a urd 

con of malice. \ ; 
Giraud’s face took on a deeper tinge of red. ies 
“Eh bien, come in here. You shall judge for yourself. Ke 

_ He flung open the door of the salon and we passed in, 
leaving Jack Renauld in the care of the two other men. ~ 
“Now, M. Poirot,” said Giraud laying his hat on the 

table, and speaking with the utmost sarcasm, “I will treat 

you to a little lecture on detective work. I will show your 
how we moderns work.” ; 
“Bien!” said Poirot, composing himself to Ele “I will 

show you how admirably the Old Guard can listen,” and 
he leaned back and closed his eyes, opening them for a 
moment to remark, “Do not fear that I shall sleep. I will | 
attend most carefully. x 

“Of course,” began Giraud, “T soon saw nes al 
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that Chilean omfoolery. Two men were in it—but they 
were not mysterious foreigners! All that was a blind.” __ 
_ “Very creditable so far, my dear Giraud,” murmured 
Poirot. “Especially after that clever trick of theirs bane 

e match and cigarette end.” . 
siraud glared, but continued: 
‘A man must have been connected with the casé, in 

der to dig the grave. There is no man who actually bene- — 
ts by the crime, but there was a man who thought he 
ould benefit. I heard of Jack Renauld’s quarrel with his 
ather, and of the threats that he had used. The motive was 

tablished. Now as to means. Jack Renauld was in Merlin- 
e that night. He concealed the fact—which turned sus- — 

-picion into certainty. Then we found a second victim— 

se ‘abbed with the same dagger. We know when that dagger 
as stolen. Captain Hastings here can fix the time. Jack 
enauld, arriving from Cherbourg, was the only person. 
tho could have taken it. I have accounted for all the 
ther members of the household.” 
Poirot interrupted. “You are wrong. There is one other 

son who could have taken the dagger.” ; 
“You refer to M. Stonor? He arrived at the front door, 

| an automobile which had brought him straight from 
alais. Ah, believe me, I have looked into everything. M. 

Renauld arrived by train. An hour elapsed between — 
arrival and the moment he presented himself at the — 

ouse, Without doubt, he saw Captain Hastings and his — 
smpanion leave the shed, slipped in himself and took © 

agger, stabbed his accomplice in the shed—” i 
“Who was already dead!” 
iraud shrugged his shoulders. 
ossibly he did not observe that. He may have judged 

a to be sleeping. Without doubt, they had a rendez- 
In any case, he knew this apparent second murder | 
‘greatly complicate the case. It did.” as 

ut it could not deceive M. Giraud,” murmured Poirot. 



154 MURDER ON THE LINKS are . 
“You mock yourself at me. But I will give you one ee 

irrefutable proof. Madame Renauld’s story was false—a 
fabrication from beginning to end. We believe Madame 
Renauld to have loved her husband—yet she lied to shield 

_ his murderer. For whom will a woman lie? Sometimes for 
herself, usually for the man she loves, always for her chil- 
dren. That is the last—the Bbsdiariit: proof, You can not 
get round it.” 

Giraud paused, flushed and triumphant. Poirot re- 
_ garded him steadily. 

“That is my case,” said Giraud. “What have you to 
say to it?” 

“Only that there is one thing you have failed to take 
into account.” 
“What is that?” 
“Jack Renauld was presumably acquainted with the 

planning out of the golf course. He knew that the body 
would be discovered almost at once, when they started to 
dig the bunker.” 

Giraud laughed out loud. Ace 
“But it is idiotic what you say there! He wasted the 

body to be found! Until it was found, he could not pre- — 
sume death, and would have been. unable to enter into his — 

inheritance.” 
I saw a quick flash of green in Poirot’s s eyes as he rose to _ 

his feet. 5 
“Then why bury it?” he asked softly. “Reflect, Gieud. 
_ Since it was to Jack Renauld’s advantage that the body — 
_ should be found without delay, why dig a grave at all?” 

Giraud did not reply. The question found him unpre- — 
pared. He shrugged his shoulders as though to intimate ; 
that it was of no importance. Wee 
Poirot moved toward the door. I followed him. | 
“There is one more thing that you have failed to take % 

into account,” he said over his shoulder : 
“What is that?” 



Jack ,. a any in rile hall, with a white, yank Sy 
, but as we came out of the salon, he looked up sharply. 

the same moment there was the sound of a footfall on 
he mtaircase. Mrs. Renauld. was descending it. At the 

lack,” she Ealcered: “Jack, what is this?” 
“They have arrested me, mother.” 
“What?” 

“She has cut her bed badly, on the corner of the stairs. 
fancy there is slight concussion also. If Giraud wants a : 
itement from her, he will have to wait. She will probably _ 

be unconscious for at least a week.” 
Denise_and Francoise had run to their mistress, and 
ving her in their charge Poirot left the house. He 
Iked with his head bent down, frowning thoughtfully _ 
the ground. For some time I did not speak, but at last _ 
entured to put a question to him. 

* “Do you believe then, in spite of all appearances to the 
mtrary, that Jack Renauld may not be guilty?” a 
*oirot did not answer at once, but after a long wait he — 
gravely, “I do not know, Hastings. There is just a 2 
ce of it. Of course Giraud is all wrong—wrong from 

ene t to end. If be Renauld is ene it is in apie pe e 

t is . that?” 7 asked, impressed. te 
£ ou would use your gray cells, and see the whole 

was what I called one of Poirot’s irritating answers. 
ton, without waiting for me to speak. Be 
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“Let us walk this way to the sea. We will sit on that 
little mound there, overlooking the beach, and review the 
case, You shall know all that I know, but I would prefer 

that you should come at the truth by your own efforts— 
not by my leading you by the hand.” 
We established ourselves on the grassy knoll as Poirot 

had suggested, looking out to sea. From farther along the — 
sand, the cries of the bathers reached us faintly. The sea 
was of the palest blue, and the halcyon calm reminded me — 
of the day we had arrived at Merlinville, my own good — 
* and Poirot’s suggestion that I was “fey.” What a 
long time seemed to have elapsed since then. And in reality 

_ it was only three days! 
“Think, my friend,” said Poirot’s voice encouragingly. 

“Arrange your ideas. Be methodical. Be es There is 
the secret of success.” , 

_ Lendeavored to obey him, casting my mind back over — 
- all the details of the case. And reluctantly it seemed to me 
_ that the only clear and possible solution was that of Giraud _ 

_ —which Poirot despised. I reflected anew. If there was day- 
light anywhere, it was in the direction of Madame Dau- _ 
breuil. Giraud was ignorant of her connection with the — 

_ Beroldy Case. Poirot had declared the Beroldy Case to be ~ 
all important. It was there I must seek. I was on the right © 
track now. And suddenly I started as an idea of bewilder- — 
ing luminosity shot into my brain. Trembling, I built up | 
my hypothesis. a 
“You have a little idea, I see, mon ami! Capital. We a 
progress.” 
“Poirot, I said, “it seems to me we have been strangely _ 

_ remiss. I say we—although I dare say J would be nearer the © 

mark. But you must pay the penalty of your determined — 
secrecy. So I say again we have been straneely remiss. ae E 

__ is someone we have forgotten.” wal 
“And who is that?” inquired Poirot, with twinkling sg 

_ “Georges Conneau!"” — ‘ 



Chapter Twenty 

An AMAZING STATEMENT 

NEXT MOMENT Poirot embraced me warmly. “Enfin! 

nue your reasoning. You are right. Decidedly we ge 
me wrong to forget Georges Conneau.” 
I was so flattered by the little man’s approval that I. 
uld hardly continue. But at last I collected my thoughts 

and went on. fi 
“Georges Conneau disappeared twenty years ago, but — 
: have no reason to believe that he is dead.” 

_ “Aucunement,” agreed Poirot. “Proceed.” 
“Therefore we will assume that he is alive.” 
“Exactly.” 
Or that he was alive until recently.” 

of “De mieux en. mieux!” Bes 
‘We will presume,” I continued, my enthusiasm rising, 
t he has fallen on evil days. He has become a criminal, 

n apache, a tramp—a what you will. He chances to come — 
erlinyille. There he finds the woman he has never 

lto love.” 

ft 

os one hates one also aes L Rees or mis- 

“At any rate he finds her there, living under an 
name. But she has a tiew lover, the Englishman, 

id. Georges Conneau, the memory of old wrongs — 
n him, See with this Renauld. He lies in wait 

u have arrived. And all by yourself. It is superb! Con- 



158 MURDER ON THE LINKS 

_ denly falls down in an epileptic fit. Now suppose 2 Jack 
- Renauld appears. Madame Daubreuil tells him all, points — 
out to him the dreadful consequences to her daughter if — 

this scandal of the past is revived. His father’s murderer — 
is dead—let them do their best to hush it up. Jack Renauld — 
consents—goes to the house and has an interview with his — 

mother, winning her over to his point of view. Primed — 

with the story that Madame Daubreuil has suggested to — 
him, she permits herself to be gagged and bound. There, — 
Poirot, what do you think of that?” I leaned back, flushed _ 
with the pride of successful reconstruction. — 

Poirot looked at me thoughtfully. 
“I think that you should write for the cinema, mon i 

ami,’ he remarked at last. 

“You mean—?” 

“It would make a good film, the aise that you have re- : 
3 counted to me there—but it bears no sort of Tee rare 

_ to everyday life.” 
“I admit that I haven't gone into all the ‘details, but—” ‘ 

“You have gone further—you have ignored them mag- — 
nificently. What about the way the two men were dressed? _ 
Do you suggest that after stabbing his victim, Conneau 
removed his suit of clothes, donned it himself, and Te i 
placed the dagger?” 

“I don’t see that that matters,” I objected rather hufily.. 
“He may have obtained clothes and money from ey 
Daubreuil by threats earlier in the day.” _ 

“By threats—eh? You seriously advance that suppost: 
tion?” 
“Certainly. He could have Hiesienes to reveal her. 
identity to the Renaulds, which would probably have j 

: put an énd to all hopes of her daughter’s marriage.” 
“You are wrong, Hastings. He could not ‘blackanadl her, 

for she had the whip hand. Georges Conneau, remember, _ 
is still wanted for murder. A word from her a hes is in 

a oad of the guillotine.” as 

R 
if 



ethods to you?” 
_ “Oh, by all means let us have a demonstration!” 

finger emphatically to emphasize his points. 

dy in court as to the ‘Russians’ was admittedly a fabri- 

concocted by her, and by her only as she stated. If, on 

vented by either her or Georges Conneau. 

the hypothesis that the story had its origin in the brain 
a ccan. zagh ee Georges Conneau, there- 

Now what is’ the earliest point to note Baeieten 
letter to your” 

“My theory i is the truth,” said Poirot quietly. “And the 
ath is necessarily correct. In your theory you made a 

fundamental error. You permitted your. imagination to 
id you astray with midnight assignations and passionate : 
€ scenes. But in investigating crime we must take our © 
id upon the commonplace. Shall I demonstrate my — 

tion. If she was innocent of connivance in the crime, it 

_ “Now in this case we are investigating, we meet the 
me tale. As I pointed out to you, the facts render it very 

ely that Madame Daubreuil inspired it. So we turn — 

Poirot sat very upright and began, wagging his. fore- 

| will start as you started from the basic fact of | 
rges Conneau. Now the story told by Madame Ber- © 

: other hand, she was not innocent, it might have been 

at was the first we knew of it, but it is not the proper : 
ing g of the case, » The first point of any signer 1 



— 
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should say, is the change that came over M. aaaale 

shortly after arriving in Merlinville, and which is attested _ 
to by several witnesses. We have also to consider his — 
friendship with Madame Daubreuil, and the large sums — 
of money paid over to her. From thence we can come — 
directly to the 23rd May.” 

Poirot paused, cleared his throat, and signed to me to d 
wri te. 

control of his fortune in his wife’s hands. 

“June 7th. Quarrel with tramp in garden, witnessed by. 
Marthe Daubreuil. 

“Letter written to M. Hercule Poirot, imploring as- 
_ sistance. 

“Telegram sent to Jack Renauld, bidding him proceed : 
by the Anzora to Buenos Ayres. - 
“Chauffeur, Masters, sent off on a holiday. 

“Visit of a lady, that evening. As he is seeing her out, his : 
words are ‘Yes, yes—but for God’s sake go now.’ ” 

Poirot paused. 
“There, Hastings, take each of those facts one by one, i 

consider them carefully by themselves and in relation to — 
- the whole, and see if you do not get new light on the y 

matter.” 

I endeavored conscientiously to do as he ded said. After : 
a moment or two, I said rather doubtfully: 

“As to the first points, the question seems to be whether 

“23rd May. M. Renauld quarrels with his son over lat- : 
ter’s wish to marry Marthe Daubreuil. Son leaves for Paris. — 

“24th May. M. Renauld alters his will, leaving entire - 

we adopt the theory of blackmail, or of an infatuation for 
- this woman.’ 

_ “Blackmail, decidedly. You heard what Stonor said as 
: to his character and habits.” 

“Mrs. Renauld did not confirm his vice I argued. : ~ “We have already seen that Madame Renauld’s testi- 

mony cannot be relied upon in any way. We must trust to ; 



tere seems no. fuherent Eipemabikey in his having 4 
el r with Madame Daubreuil.” 

“Why it was Sout in 1 his eek and—and—” 
“And that is all!” cut in Poirot. “There was no ee 

yet of his overcoat. Now, mon ami, sensed ste 
: “that overcoat struck me as unusual. I measured it, and — 

de the remark that he wore his overcoat very long. That 
ark should have given you to think.” — te 

“T thought you were just saying it for the sake of saying | 
jomething,” I confessed. “4 
“Ah, quelle idée! Later you observed me measuring the — 
ercoat of M. Jack Renauld. Eh bien, M. Jack Renauld i 
rs his overcoat very short. Put those two facts together _ 
a third, namely that M. Jack Renauld flung out of 

¢ house in a hurry on his departure for Paris, and tell 
what you make of it!” 
see,” I said slowly, as the meaning of Poirot's remarks _ 
: in upon me. “That letter was written to Jack Renauld ~ 

ot to his father. He caught up the wrong overcoat in 
s haste and en 
Poirot nodded. 

ecisément! We can return to this point later. For 
: moment let us content ourselves with accepting the — 
ie er as having nothing to do with M. Renauld pére, and : 
oe the next chronological event.” ne 

23rd,” I read, “M. Renauld quarrels with his son _ 
latter’s wish to marry Marthe Daubreuil. Son leaves — 

s. I don’t see anything much to remark upon there, — 
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and the altering of the will sie followkiig diva seems 

_ straightforward enough. It was the direct result of the 
- quarrel.” ¥ 

“We agree, mon ami—at least as to the cause. But what ‘ 
exact motive underlay this Seb of M. Renauld’s?” . 

_ TL opened my eyes in surprise. 
“Anger against his son, of course.” 

“Yet he wrote him affectionate letters to Paris?” 
_ “So Jack Renauld says, but he cannot produce them.” 

_ “Well, let us pass from that.” ve 
_ “Now we come to the day of the tragedy. You have 
placed the events of the morning ina certain order. etave 5 
you any justification for that?” rie 

“T have ascertained that the letter to me was posted at. 
the same time as the telegram was dispatched. Masters — 
was informed he could take a holiday shortly afterward. 
In my opinion the quarrel with the gg took pee e 

_ anterior to these happenings.” y 
_ “T do not see that you can fix that definitely—unless an ia 
_ question Mademoiselle Daubreuil again.” 
“There is no-need. I am sure of it. And if: we do. not see ” 
that, you see nothing, Hastings!” en 
I looked at him for a moment. on 
“Of course! I am an idiot. If the tramp was ‘ 

- Conneau, it was after the stormy interview with pe that 
Mr. Renauld apprehended danger. He sent away the — 

_ chauffeur, Masters, whom he suspected of being in the ie 
- other's pay, he wired to his son, and sent for Bie paced t 

A faint smile crossed Poirot's lips. 
“You do not think it strange that he should use puciy 

_ the same expressions in his letter as Madame Renaul 
used later in her story? If the mention of Santiago was a | 
blind, why should Renauld speak of it, and—what i is ator 
send his son there?” e 
“Tt is puzzling, I admit, but perhaps t we shall find some _ 
| nation later. We « come now to the Bide — the 
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_ yisit of the mysterious lady. I confess that that fairly baf- 

' fies me, unless it was Madame Daubreuil, as Francoise all 
along maintained.” 
Poirot shook his head. 
“My friend, my friend, where are your wits wandering? 

" Remember the fragment of check and the fact that the 
_ name Bella Duveen was faintly familiar to Stonor, and I 
think we may take it for granted that Bella Duveen is the 
full name of Jack’s unknown correspondent, and that it 
‘was she who came to the Villa Genevieve that night. 
‘Whether she intended to see Jack, or whether she meant 

along to appeal to his father we cannot be certain, but 
think we may assume that this is what occurred. She 
oduced her claim upon Jack, probably showed letters 
t he had written her, and the older man tried to buy 

her off by writing a check. This she indignantly tore up. 
_ The terms of her letter are those of a woman genuinely in 
Toye, and she would probably deeply resent being offered 

oney. In the end he got rid of her, and here the words 
t he used are significant.” 
“Yes, yes, but for God’s sake go now,” I repeated. 

“They seem to me a little vehement, perhaps, that is all.” 
_ “That is enough. He was desperately anxious for the 
irl to go. Why? Not only because the interview was un- 
easant. No, it was the time that was slipping by, and for 

= reason time was precious.” 
Why should it be?” I asked, bewildered. 
“That is what we ask ourselyes. Why should it be? But 

we have the incident of the wrist watch—which again 
us that time plays a very important part in the 

. We are now fast approaching the actual drama. It 
alf-past ten when Bella Duveen leaves, and by the 
nce of the wrist watch we know that the crime was 
itted, or at any rate that it was staged, before 

e o'clock. We have reviewed all the events anterior 
murder; there remains only one unplaced. By the 



ne vous impatientez pas! I explain all. To begin with, we — 

_ the morning of June 7th. Now for the three causes. We 
 €an attribute No. 1 to meeting Madame Daubreuil. No. Z 
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doctor’s evidence, the tramp, pices fount had been dead — 
at least forty-eight hours—with a. possible margin of 
twenty-four hours more. Now, with no other facts to help — 
me than those we have discussed, I place the death as hav- 

_ ing occurred on the morning of June ith.” ete. 
I stared at him, stupefied. _ 

“But how? Why? How can you possibly ‘keowe : 
“Because only in that way can the sequence of events be 

logically explained. Mon ami, I have taken you step by — 
step along the way. Do you not now see lias is so Garnet : 
plain?” a 
“My dear Poirot, I can’t see anything glaring shone it, 

I did think I was beginning to see my way before, but I’m — 
now hopelessly fogged.” a 

Poirot looked at me sadly, and shook his head. ‘ 
“Mon Dieu! But it is triste! A good intelligence—and so © 
deplorably lacking in method. There is an exercise most — 
excellent for the development of the. little gray cells. I 
will impart it to you— 

“For Heaven's sake, not now! You in are the most _ 
irritating of fellows, Poirot. For goodness a sii on 
__and tell me who killed M. Renauld.” ae 

_ “That is just what I am not sure of as yet.” 
“But you said it was glaringly clear?” ae 

_ “We talk at cross-purposes, my friend, Remember, it is : 
‘two crimes we are investigating—for which, as I pointed — 
out to you, we have the necessary two bodies. There, there, — 

apply our psychology. We find three points at which M. 
_ Renauld displays a distinct change of view and action— 
three psychological points therefore. The first occurs im- 
mediately after arriving in Merlinville, the second after 

quarreling with his son on a certain subject, the third on 

nis ee earerdly connected with her : since it concerns a mar- 



Renauld, follows that the third case is put out of i ; 

e Renauld lied for the sake of the man she loved— __ 

er words, for the sake of Georges Conneau. You Wer 

ell then. Do not cling to theories where facts no 
pport them. Ask yourself instead who Madame 
did love.” 
my head perplexed. 

nina swoon?” 
ed. E 

dictated the lie to her, and as Georges Conneau is not 

t is Seuaily so. So we are forced to the second—that 
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“But it’s impossible.” ae AF ie" 
“How ‘impossible’? Did we not agree just now that 

Madame Daubreuil was ina ig to blackmail se 
~ Conneau?” 

“Yes, but—” ) 
“And did she not very effectively blackmail M. Re: 

mauld?” ae 
_ “That may be true enough, but—” — 4 
“And is it not a fact that we know < ee of M. Re- 

nauld’s youth and upbringing? That he springs suddenly 
into existence as a French Canadian exactly twenty-two 
years ago?” ; 

“All that is so,” I said more firmly, “but you seem to me 
to be overlooking one salient point.” ee 

“What is it, my friend?” 
“Why, we have admitted Georges Conneau anne 

the crime. That brings us to the ridiculous statement he 
he planned his own murder!” 

“Eh bien, mon ami,’ said-Poirot placidly, “that i is. io 
what he did do!” 

4 
| 

| 



Chapter Twenty-One 

~Hercue Porot on THE Case 

MEASURED VOICE, Poirot began his exposition. “It 5 

death? So strange that you prefer to reject the truth 
itastic, and to revert to a story that is in reality ten 

¢s more impossible. Yes, M. Renauld planned his own 
h, but there is one detail that perhaps escapes you- 
d not intend to die.” a 

shook my head, bewildered. 
ut no, it is all most simple really,” said Poirot Xt kindly. 
the crime that M. Renauld proposed a murderer was 

I ecessary, as I told you, but a body was. Let us recon- 
t, seeing events this time from a different angle. KY, 

rezes Conneau flies from justice—to Canada. There — 
an assumed name he marries, and finally acquires a 

him for his own country. Twenty years have elapsed, 
considerably changed i in appearance, besides being a 

such eminence that no one is likely to connect him 
a fugitive from justice many years ago. He deems it 

hk return. He takes up his ces revit in a 

is the one person who is capable of recognizing 

wily. 
[then the inevitable ihe Jack Renauld falls in 

strange to you, mon ami, that a man should plan his — E 

ortune in South America. But there is a nostalgia 

It is, of ae a me mine to } Madame Daubreuil, 
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Jove with the beautiful girl he sees alent hla a 
wishes to marry her. That rouses his father. At all costs, he 
will prevent his son marrying the daughter of this evil 
woman, Jack Renauld knows nothing of his father’s past, 
but Madame Renauld knows everything. She is a woman 
of great force of character, and passionately deyoted to 
her husband. They take counsel together. Renauld sees 
only one way of escape—death. He must appear to die, in 
reality escaping to another country where he will start 
again under an assumed name, and where Madame Re- 
nauld, having played the widow's part for a while, can 
join him. It is essential that she should have control of the 
money, so he alters his will. How they meant to manage 
the body business originally, I do not know—possibly an 
art student’s skeleton and a fire—or something of the kind, 
but long before their plans have matured an event occurs 
which plays into their hands. A rough tramp, violent and 
abusive, finds his way into the garden. There is a struggle, 
M. Renauld seeks to eject him, and suddenly the tramp, 
an epileptic, falls down in a fit. He is dead. M. Renauld 
calls his wife. Together they drag him into the shed—as we 
know, the event had occurred just outside—and they real- 
ize the marvelous opportunity that has been vyouchsafed 

_ them. The man bears no resemblance to M. Renauld, but 
he is middle-aged, of a usual French type. That is sufficient. 

_. “rather fancy that they sat on the bench up there, out 
of earshot from the house, discussing matters. Their plan 
was quickly made. The identification must rest solely on 
Madame Renauld’s evidence. Jack Renauld and the chauf- 
feur (who had been with his master two years) must be got 
out of the way. It was unlikely that the French women 
servants would go near the body, and in any case Renauld 
intended to take measures to deceive anyone not likely to 

_ appreciate details, Masters was sent off, a telegram des- 
patched to Jack, Buenos Ayres being selected to give 
credence to the story that Renauld had decided | 
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» heard of me, as a rather obscure elderly detective, 
wrote his appeal for help knowing that, when I arrived, 
production of the letter would have a profound effect 
the examining magistrate—which, of course, it did. 

rhey dressed the body of the tramp in a suit of M. 
: td's and left his ragged coat and trousers by the door 
the shed, not daring to take them into the house. And 

, to give credence to the tale Madame Renauld was to 
5 they drove the airplane dagger through his heart. 
t night M. Renauld will first bind and gag his wife, 
then, taking a spade, will dig a grave in that particular 

ot of ground where he knows a—how do you call it, bunk- 
?—is to be made. It is essential that the body should be 
und—Madame Daubreuil must have no suspicions. On 

other hand, if a little time elapses, any dangers as to 
tity will be greatly lessened. Then, M. Renauld will 
the tramp’s rags, and shuffle off to the station, where 
ill leave, unnoticed, by the twelve-ten train. Since the 
ie will be supposed to have taken place two hours later, 

suspicion can possibly attach to him. 
‘Ou see now his annoyance at the inopportune visit of 
tir] Bella. Every moment of delay is fatal to his plans. 
gets rid of her as soon as he can, however. Then, to 
k! He leaves the front door slightly ajar to create the 

ssion that the assassins left that way. He binds and 
‘Madame Renauld, correcting his mistake of twenty- 
years ago, when the looseness of the bonds caused sus- 

to fall upon his accomplice, but leaving her primed 
essentially the same story as he had invented before, 

ig the unconscious recoil of the mind against origi- 
‘The night is chilly, and he slips on an overcoat over 
derclothing, intending to cast it into the grave with 

man, He goes out by the window, smoothing over 
er bed carefully, and thereby furnishing the most 
dens against himself. He goes out onto the 

golf links, and he digs—and then—” 
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EYOSe 
“And then,” said Poirot gravely, “the justice that he has . 

so long eluded overtakes him. An unknown hand stabs. 
him in the back... . Now, Hastings, you understand what 
I mean when I talk of two crimes. The first crime, the crime 

that M. Renauld, in his arrogance, asked us to investigate — 
(Ah, but he made a famous mistake there! He misjudged 
Hercule Poirot!) is solved. But behind it lies a deeper rid- 
dle. And to solve that will be difficult—since the criminal, - 
in his wisdom, has been content to avail himself of the de- 
vices prepared by M. Renauld. It has been a particularly 
perplexing and baffling mystery to solve. A young hand, 
like Giraud, who does not place any reliance on the psy- 
chology, is almost certain to fail.” i 

“You're marvelous, Poirot,” I said with admiration. “Ab-- 
solutely marvelous. No one on earth but you could have 
done it!” 
I think my praise pleased him. For once in his life, he 

looked almost embarrassed. 
“Ah, then you no longer despise poor old Papa Poirot? 

You shift your allegiance back from the human fox- 
hound?” ‘ 

His term for Giraud never failed to make me smile. ce 
“Rather. You've scored over him handsomely.” q 
“That poor Giraud,” said Poirot, trying unsuccessfully 

to look modest. ““Without doubt it is not all stupidity. He 
has had la mauvaise chance once or twice. ‘That dark hair 
coiled round the dagger, for instance. To say the aebon it 
was misleading.” “ 

“To tell you the truth, Poirot,” I said slowly, ‘ ‘even now 
I don’t quite see—whose hair was it?”’ : 
“Madame Renauld’s of course. That is where la mau- 

waise chance came in. Her hair, dark originally, is almost 

completely silvered. It might just as easily have been a gra 
hair—and then by no conceivable effort could Giraud have 

_ persuaded himself it came from the head of Jack Reeuldl 



it is all of a piece. avo the facts must be twlited to 
: theory! Did not Giraud find the traces of two per- — 
| man and a woman, in the shed? And how does that 

isk you, is that a methodical way of serrate The great 
Giraud! The great Giraud is nothing but a toy balloon— 

lien with its own importance. But I, Hercule Poirot, 
_ whom he despises, will be the little pin that pricks the big 
| ae ca!” And he made an expressive gesture. 
hen, calming down, he resumed: 
Without doubt, when Madame Renauld recovers, she 
speak. The possibility of her son being accused of the 

murder never occurred to her. How should it, when she - 
eved him safely at sea on board the Anzora? Ah! voila 
femme, Hastings! What force, what self-command! She ~ 
y made one slip. On his unexpected return: ‘It doesnot _ 
ter—now.’ And no one noticed—no one realized the sig- __ 
cance of those words, What a terrible part she has had 
lay, poor woman. Imagine the shock when she goes 

identify the body and, instead of what she expects, sees 
ou lifeless form of the husband she has believed 

© was any mystery in her husband's past life. ‘Nothing 
ntic, I am sure, M. le juge.’ It was perfect, the in- 
tone, the soupcon of sad mockery. Atonce M.Hau- 

felt himself foolish and melodramatic. Yes, she isa great 

with oe examining magistrate when he asked her if 



_ I asked. 
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woman! If she loved a criminal, she loved him royally!” 

Poirot lost himself in contemplation. __ 
“One thing more, Poirot, what about the piece of lead 

piping?” 
“You do not see? To disfigure the victim’s face so that 

it would be unrecognizable. It was that which first set me 
_ on the right track. And that imbecile of a Giraud, swarm-) 

ing all over it to look for match ends! Did I not tell you’ 
that a clue of two feet long was quite as good as a clue of, 
two inches?” 
“Well, Giraud will sing small now,” 1 observed hastily, 

to lead the conversation away from my own shortcomings. 
“As I said before, will he? If he has arrived at the right 

person by the wrong method, he will not permit that to 
worry him.” iy 

“But surely—” I paused as I saw the new trend of things. 
“You see, Hastings, we must now start again. Who killed 

M. Renauld? Someone who was near the villa just before 
twelve o’clock that night, someone who would benefit by 
his death—the description fits Jack Renauld only too well. 
The crime need not have been premeditated. And then 
the dagger!” 1 ? 

I started; I had not realized that point. : 
“Of course,” I said. ““The second dagger we found in the 

tramp was Mrs. Renauld’s. There were two, then.” i 
“Certainly, and, since they were duplicates, it stands to 

reason that Jack Renauld was the owner. But that would 
not trouble me so much. In fact, I have a little idea as to 
that. No, the worst indictment against him is again psycho- 
logical—heredity, mon ami, heredity! Like father, like son 
—Jack Renauld, when all is eae or done, is the son of 
Georges Conneau.” 
_ His tone was grave and earnest, and I was impressed in 
spite of myself. 
“What is your little idea that you mentioned just. now? 
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nswer, Poirot conaulted his turnip-faced watch, 

then awe “What time is the afternoon boat from 

ith a rather peculiar smile upon his face, Poirot re 
» “Miss Bella Duveen.” 
it how will you find her—what do you know about | 

{ may: take it for granted that her name is Bella Duveen, _ 
since that name was faintly familiar to M. Stonor, — 

h evidently not in connection with the Renauld 
y, it is probable that she is on the stage. Jack Renauld 
young man with plenty of money, and twenty years 
ihe pee is sure to have been the home of his first 

eyes fascinated. ‘The likeness was not first rate— 

know nothing about her—but I can guess a good deal. 

ee it was unmistakable to me. I felt a cold — | 



Chapter Twenty-Two 

I Finp Love 

For A MOMENT OR Two I sat as though frozen, the photo- 
graph still in my hand. Then, summoning all my courage 
to appear unmoved, I handed it back. At the same time, I 
stole a quick glance at Poirot. Had he noticed anything? 
But to my relief he did not seem to be observing me. Any- 
thing unusual in my manner had certainly escaped him. <i 
He rose briskly to his feet. 
“We have no time to lose. We must make our departure 

with all despatch. All is well—the sea it will be calm!” 
In the bustle of departure, I had no time for thinking, 

but once on board the boat, secure from Poirot’s observa- 
tion (he, as usual, was “‘practicing the method most ex- 
cellent of Laverguier”) I pulled myself together, and at- 
tacked the facts dispassionately. How much did Poirot 
know? Was he aware that my acquaintance of the train 
and Bella Duveen were one and the same? Why had he 
gone to the Hétel du Phare? On my behalf as I had be- 
lieved? Or had I only fatuously thought so, and was this 
visit undertaken with a deeper and more sinister purpose? 
But in any case, why was he bent on finding this girl? 

Did he suspect her of having seen Jack Renauld commit 
the crime? Or did he suspect—but that was impossible! 
The girl had no grudge against the elder Renauld, no pos- 
sible motive for wishing his death. What had brought her 
back to the scene of the murder? I went over the facts 
carefully. She must have left the train at Calais where I 
parted from her that day. No wonder I had been unable to 
find her on the boat. If she had dined in Calais, and then 

_ taken a train out to Merlinville, she would have arrived at 
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_ the Villa bose saint moat: the time that Francoise 

. What had she done when she left the house just after 
? Presumably either gone to a hotel, or returned to 
lais. And then? The crime had been committed on 
uesday night. On Thursday morning she was once more 
Merlinville. Had she ever left France at all? I doubted 
ery much, What kept her there—the hope of seeing 
k Renauld? I had told her (as at the time we believed) 
t he was on the high seas en route to Buenos Ayres. Pos- 
y she was aware that the Anzora had not sailed. But to 
»w that she must have seen Jack. Was that what Poirot _ 

was after? Had Jack Renauld, returning to see Marthe — 
' Daubreuil, come face to face instead with Bella Duveen, 

girl he had heartlessly thrown over? 

light furnish Jack with the alibi he needed. Yet under. 

ry could he not have spoken out boldly? Did he fear for _ 
‘former entanglement of his to come to the ears of 
the Daubreuil? I shook my head, dissatisfied. The 
ng had been harmless nowe® a foolish boy and a girl — 

as not likely to be thrown over by a penniless French girl, 
yho moreover loved him devotedly, without a much ‘graver | : 

Itogether I found the affair puzzling and unsatisfac- 
I “pas oes Pe associated with Poirot in — 

0 i ling it wenbur: revealing everything to him, and this, 
some reason, I was loath to do. nies 

‘oirot reappeared, brisk and smiling, at piven and our 

‘clock when we arrived, and I supposed that we should _ 

ing. But Poirot had other a “We must lose no a 

I began to see daylight. If that was indeed the case, it — a 

se circumstances his silence seemed difficult to explain. __ 

ley to London was uneventful. It was past nine _ 

urn straight away to our rooms and do nothing till the _ 
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I did not quite follow his reasoning, but I Bee asked 

how he proposed to find the girl. 
“You remember Joseph Aarons, the theatrical agent? 

No? I assisted him in a little matter of a Japanese wrestler. 
A pretty little problem; I must recount it to you one day. 
He, without doubt, will be able to put us in fe way’ a | 
finding out what we want to know.” 

It took us some time to run Mr. Aarons to Be and it 
_ was after midnight when we finally managed it. He ercie 
Poirot with every evidence of warmth, and professed eas 
self ready to be of service to us in any way. ‘ 

“There’s not much about the profession I don’t know,” 
he said, beaming genially. a 

“Eh bien, M. Aarons, I desire torfind a young girl called 
Bella Duveen.” 

“Bella Duveen. I know the name, but for the moment ; 
I can’t place it. What's her line?” 

“That I do not know—but here is her photograph.” ‘eet | 
Mr. Aarons studied it for a moment, then his face ‘ 

lighted. 
“Got it!” He slapped his thigh. ‘The Dulcibella Kids, ! 

by the Lord!” : 
“The Dulcibella Kids?” t 
“That's it. They're sisters. Acrobats, dancers, and: singers. | 

Give quite a good little turn. They’re in the provinces 
somewhere, I believe—if they're not resting. They've bene 
on in Paris for the last two or three wee 
} “Can you find out for me exactly where they are?” 
' “Easy as a bird. You go home, and I’ll send you round 
the dope in the morning.’ ~ 

4 

oN. $3 le 

With this promise we took leave of him. He was as good 
as his word. About eleven o'clock the following day, a 

scribbled note reached us: The Dulcibella Sisters are on at 

_the Palace in Coventry. Good luck to you. 
- Without more ado, we started for Coventry. Poiro : 

te made no inquiries at the theater, but conte himsel £ 
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r ing stalls for the variety performance that eve 5 

e show was wearisome beyond words—or perhaps it 
was only my mood that made it seem so. Japanese families” 

anced themselves precariously, would-be fashionable 
n, in greenish evening dress and exquisitely slicked hair, 
led off society patter and. danced marvelously, stout 
ima donnas sang at the top of the human register, a 
‘aie comedian endeavored to be ca George Robey an 

failed signally. 
__ At last the number went up wich announced the Dulci- 

la Kids. My heart beat sickeningly. There she was— 
sre they both were, the pair of them, one flaxen haired, 
ie dark, matching as to size, with short fluffy skirts and — 
mense Buster Brown bows. They looked a pair of ex- 

emely piquant children. They began to sing. Their voices 
re fresh and ame, rather thin and music-hally, but at- 
ctive. : 

_ It was quite a pretty little turn. They danced neatly, : 
_and did some clever little acrobatic feats. The words of 

heir songs were crisp and catchy. When the curtain fell, 
ere was a full meed of eae Evidently the Dulcibella 
ds were a success. 
uddenly I felt that I could remain no longer. I must 
ut into the air. I suggested leaving to Poirot. 
0 by all means, mon ami. I amuse myself, and will 

to the end. I will rejoin you later.” 
It ‘was pay a few dose from the theater to the hotel. 1 

wy ou in front. Mou a your friend. When you gent 
0, J I was aMAICE outside and followed you. ec ares 
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you here—in Coventry? What were you dome see to- ‘ 
night? Is the man who was with you the—the detective?” — 

She stood there, the cloak she had wrapped round her — 
stage dress slipping from her shoulders. I saw the whiteness — 
of her cheeks under the rouge, and heard the terror in her 
voice. And in that moment I understood everything—un-— 
derstood why Poirot was seeking her, and what she feared, — 
and understood at last my own heart. : 

“Yes,” I said gently. 
“Is he looking for—me?” she half whispered. 4 
Then, as I did not answer for a moment, she slipped 

down by the big chair, and burst into violent, bitter igiips ji 
rf i 

— knelt down by her, holding her in my sip and 

smoothing the hair back from her face. md 
“Don’t cry, child, don’t cry, for God’s sake. Yous satel 

here. I'll take care of you. Don’t cry, darling. Don’t oF 3 
I know—I know everything.” 
- “Oh, but you don’t!” a 

“T think I do.” And after a moment, as her Bree grew rE 
' quieter, I asked, “It was you who took the agen: 

Cty sate ; 
“Yes.” 
“That was why you wanted me to show you 1 around? 

And why you pretended to faint?” 
_ Again she nodded. It was a strange thought to come to 
me at the moment, but it shot into my mind that I was 
glad her motive was what it had been—rather than the 
idle and morbid curiosity I had accused her of at the time. 

_ How gallantly she had played her part that day, inwardly 
racked with fear and trepidation as she must paar been. 
Poor little soul, bearing the burden of a t’s  mapent 
ous action. 
“Why did you take the dagger?” I ake d cate 
She replied as simply as a child, “I was Bg the 

2 - be finger marks on it.” 



- he shack her ead as though bewildered, and then said 
slowly, “Are you going to give me up to—to the LPOpner ae 

“Good God, no!” 
Her eyes sought mine long and earnestly, a then she 
ed in a little quiet voice that sounded afraid of itself, 

“Why not?” 
It seemed a strange place and a strange time for a dec- 

_ Iaration of love—and God knows, in all my imagining, 1 ti 
_ had never pictured love coming to me in such a guise. 
_ But I answered simply and naturally enough, “Because I 

e you, Cinderella.” 
he bent her head down, as though ashamed, and mut- | 

tered in a broken voice, “You can’t—you can’t—not if you 
new—” And then, as though rallying herself, she faced me — 
uarely, and asked, ‘‘What do you know, then?” 
“I know that you came to see Mr. Renauld that night. 
le offered you a check and you tore it up indignantly. 
"hen you left the house—” I paused. 
‘Go on—what next?” 

don’t know whether you knew that Jack Renauld: 
Id be coming that night, or whether you just waited 

bout on the chance of seeing him, but you did wait about. | 
haps you were just miserable, and walked aimlessly—_ 
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or thought you recognized him. The gait ait ‘lie carriage 
were familiar to you, and the pattern of his overcoat.” . u 
paused, “You told me in the train on the way from Paris 
that you had Italian blood in your veins, and that you had | 
nearly got into trouble once with it. You used a threat in 
one of your letters to Jack Renauld. When you saw ni 
there, your anger and jealousy drove you mad—and you 

‘struck! I don’t believe for a minute that you meant to eal 
him. But you did kill him, Cinderella.” 

She had flung up her hands to cover her face, and it ina 
choked voice she said, “You're right—you're right—I can — 

_ see it all as you tell it.” Then she turned on me almost sav- — 
agely. “And you love me? Knowing what you do, how can 
you love me?” 

“J don’t know,” I said a little wearily: al | think love oa 
like that—a thing one cannot help. I have tried, I know— | 
ever since the first day I met you. And love has — too 
strong for me.” : 

‘And then suddenly, when I least expecten it, she eoke 
down again, casting herself down on the floor and sobbing 
wildl 
"Oh, I can't!” she titled: “I don’t know what to a Be: 
don’ t know which way to turn. Oh, pity me, pity me, forte 
one, and tell me what to do!” 

Again I knelt by her, soothing her as. best I could. 
“Don’t be afraid of me, Bella. For God’s sake don't be 

afraid of me. I love you, that’s true—but I don’t want any- 
_ thing in return. Only let me help you. Love him still if 
you have to, but let me help you as he can’t.” i 
It was as though she had been turned to para she 

1 



‘Her lips brushed my cae: and then, seeking my mouth, 
ed me again and again with a sweetness and fire beyond 

ief. The wildness of it—and the wonder, I shall not for- 
2t—no, not as long as I live! 
t was a sound in the doorway that made us look up. 
rot was standing there looking at us. 

I did not hesitate. With a bound I reached him and pin- — 
_ ioned his arms to his sides. __ 
“Quick,” I said to the girl. “Get out of here. As fant as 
‘ou can. I'll hold him.” ‘ 
With one look at me, she fled out of the room past us. oe 
eld Poirot in a grip of iron. 

c “M on ami,” observed the latter mildly, ‘ ‘you. do this s sort 

dIam helpless a: as a child. But all this is senconitoeenae 
and slightly ridiculous. Let us sit down and be calm.” 

‘You won’t pursue her?” 
“Mon Dieu, no! Am I Giraud? Release me, my friend. is 
‘K eping a peta eye upon him, for I paid Poirot — 

; = felng his arms ae 
s that hee have the strength of a bull when you are 

e uel to ‘your o oid friend? I show you ihe girl’s photo- — 
512 raph and you recognize it, but you never say a word.” 

There was no need if you knew that IJ recognized it,” I _ 
ther bitterly. So Poirot had known all along! I had 
ceived him for an instant. 

‘'a-ta! You did not know that I knew that. And to- — 
you help the girl to escape when we have found her _ 
so much trouble! Eh bien! it comes to this—are you \ 
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_ For a moment or two I did not answer. To Seca wid a 
my old friend gave me great pain. Yet I must definitely — 
range myself against him. Would he ever forgive me, I — 

_ wondered? He had been strangely calm so far, but I aac 
him to possess marvelous self-command. 

“Poirot,” I said, “I’m sorry. I admit I've behaved badly 
to you over this. But sometimes one has no set Spas in 
future I must take my own line.” a 

Poirot nodded his head several times. 
“T understand,” he said. The mocking light had aie 

died out of his eyes, and he spoke with a sincerity and kind- — 
ness that surprised me. “It is that, my friend, is it not? It is — 
love that has come—not as you imagined it, all cock a hoop © 
with fine feathers, but sadly, with bleeding feet. Well, well — 
—I warned you. When I realized that this girl must have — 
taken the dagger, I warned you. Perhaps you remember. 
But already it was too late. But, tell me, how much e) 
you know?” a. 

I met his eyes squarely. 
_ “Nothing that you could tell me would be any re 
to me, Poirot. Understand that. But in case you think of 

- resuming your search for Miss Duveen, I should like you to 
_know one thing clearly. If you have any idea that she was 

_ concerned in the crime, or was the mysterious lady who 
called upon Mr. Renauld that night, you are wrong. 
traveled home from France with her that day, and parted 
from her at Victoria that evening so that it is omc im- 
possible for her to have been in Merlinville.” 

“Ah!” Poirot looked at me iheneiaay “And yo 
would swear to that in a court of Jaw?" e ; 
“Most certainly I would.” ee ie 

__ Poirot rose and bowed. - at 

; defeats even Hercule Poirot!” 



"Chapter Twenty-Three 

DIFFICULTIEs AHEAD 

t A MOMENT OF sTRESs, such as I have just described, 
tion is bound to set in. I retired to rest that night on a 

te of triumph, but I awoke to realize that I was by no 
neans out of the wood. True, I could see no flaw in the 

I had so suddenly conceived. I had but to stick to my 
, I fled to see ee Bella could be convicted in, 

, he proved chat Bree] Ger Tied a seen the pirl 
er LS ee No, I was still satisfied with my idea— 

“But there I felt the need of treading warily. All very ae 
ll for my little friend to admit himself momentarily non- _ 
used. I had far too much respect for his abilities to con- 

: ive of him as being content to remain in that position. 
a very humble opinion of my wits when it came to 
ng them Let his. Poirot would not take defeat 

f detain Sskay I can “tell you all you wish | to 7 
he. Dulcibella Sisters have canceled ee route sr 
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and have left Coventry for an unknown destination.” 

“Ts that really so, Poirot?” ray. 
- “You can take it from me, Hastings. I made inquiries | 
the first thing this morning. After all, what else did Lc! 
expect?” 

True enough, nothing else could be expected under he | 
circumstances. Cinderella had profited by the slight start I 
had been able to assure her, and would certainly not lose 
a moment in removing herself from the reach of the pur- 
suer. It was what I had intended and planned. Neverthe- 
less, I was aware of being plunged into a network of fresh 
difficulties. ‘ 

I had absolutely no means of communicating with the. 
girl, and it was vital that she should know the line of de- 
fense that had occurred to me, and which I was prepared 
to carry out. Of course it was possible that she might try 
to send word to me in some way or another, but I hardly 
thought it likely. She would know the risk she ran of a 
message being intercepted by Poirot, thus setting him on 
her track once more. Clearly her only course was to dis- 
appear utterly for the time being. 

But, in the meantime, what was Poirot doing? I seedied | 
him attentively. He was wearing his most innocent air, 
and staring meditatively into the far distance. He looked 

altogether too placid and supine to give me reassurance. 
I had learned, with Poirot, that the less dangerous he 

looked, the more dangerous he was. His quiescence 
alarmed me. Observing a troubled quality | in my Es 
he smiled benignantly. bee 

“You are puzzled, Hastings? You ask yourself why 
not launch myself in pursuit?” 

“Well—something of the kind.” fe 
| “It is what you would do, were you in my place. I under. 

- stand that. But I am not of those who enjoy rushing 
_ and down a country seeking a needle in a haystack, as you 
— say. No—let Mademoiselle Bella ald; go. With-. 
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out Babe; I shall be able to find her when the time comes. 
‘Until then, I am content to wait.” 

‘stared at him doubtfully. Was he seeking to minleda 
e? I had an irritating feeling that, even now, he was 
ter of the situation. My sense of superiority was gradu- 

lly waning. I had contrived the girl’s escape and evolved 
a brilliant scheme for saving her from the consequences of — 

er rash act—but I could not rest easy in my mind. Poirot’s 
fect calm awakened a thousand apprehensions. ; 
I suppose, Poirot,” I said rather diffidently, “I mustn't | 
what your plans are? I’ve forfeited the right.” F 
But not at all. There is no secret about them, We re- 
to France without delay.” 

ford to let Papa Poirot out of your sight. Eh, is it not so, my 
nd? But remain in England by all means if you wish—’ 

ld still check his actions. The only danger to Bella : 
ith him. Giraud and the French police were indiffer- 
her existence. At all costs I must keep near Poirot. — 
ot observed me attentively as these reflections Ree : 

“y ioe follow me, disguised with some sent such as 
false beard—which everyone would perceive, bien en- 

much prefer that we should voyage together. It 
annoy me oa that anyone should mock them- . 
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_ Now your scruples are satisfied, let us depart scapes | 4 
There is no time to be lost. Our stay in England has been 
short but sufficient. I know—what I wanted to know.” 

_ The tone was light, but I read a veiled n menace into the © 
words. mae, 

“Still—” I began, and stopped. ‘ id 
“Still—as you say! Without doubt you are satisfied with 

the part you are playing. Me, I preoccupy na with 
Jack Renauld.” 
Jack Renauld! The words gave me a start. I had com- 

pletely forgotten that aspect of the case. Jack Renauld, in — 
- prison, with the shadow of the guillotine. looming over — 
him! I saw the part I was playing i in a more sinister light. — 
I could save Bella—yes, but in doing so I ran the cr of 
sending an innocent man to his death. een 

I pushed the thought from me with horror. It could’ oe 
be. He would be acquitted. Certainly he would be ac- 
quitted! But the cold fear came back. Suppose he were not? 
What then? Could I have it on my conscience—horrible 
thought! Would it come to that in the end? A decision. 
Bella or Jack Renauld? The promptings of my heart were 
to save the girl I loved at any cost to myself. But, if the 

{ 

What would the girl herself say? I remembered that 1 
_ word of Jack Renauld’s arrest had passed my lips. . As yet 

she was in total ignorance of the fact that her former lover 
was in prison charged with a hideous crime which he had 
not committed. When she knew, how would she acti 

_ Would she permit her life to be saved at the expense o 
his? Certainly she must do nothing rash. Jack Ren 
3 might, and probably would, be acquitted without 

intervention on her part. If so, good. But if he was no 
_ That was the terrible, the unanswerable problem. I 

_ cied that she ran no risk of the extreme penalty. The cir- 
_ cumstances of the crime were quite different in her case. 
ae one could plead anh and extreme Pa nds 

e 
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son, who a the oat would not alter the motive of 
the crime. But in any case, however lenient the sentence of 
_ the Court, it must mean a long term of imprisonment. 
_ No, Bella must be protected. And, at the same time, 
"Jack Renauld must be saved. How this was to be accom- 
_ plished I did not see clearly. But I pinned my faith to 
- Poirot. He knew. Come what might, he would manage to 
‘Save an innocent man. He must find some pretext other 

_ than the real one. It might be difficult, but he would man- 
_ age it somehow. And with Bella unsuspected, and Jack 
_ Renauld acquitted, all would end satisfactorily. 
_ $SolI told myself repeatedly, but at the bottom of my 
heart there still remained a cold fear. 



Chapter Twenty-Four 5 

“Save Hi!” 

WE CROSSED FROM ENGLAND by the evening ‘oi and. se 
following morning saw us in Saint-Omer, whither ‘Jack | 
Renauld had been taken. Poirot lost no time in visitin 
M. Hautet. As he did not seem disposed to make any ob 

' jections to my accompanying him, I bore him compan 
After various formalities and preliminaries, we were 

conducted to the examining magistrate’ sroom. He greeted 
us cordially. ape 

“T'was told that you had returned to England, M. Poiro 
lam glad to find that such is not the case.” a 

i 

for a flying visit. A side issue, but ¢ one that I fancied n r Aig 
‘Tepay investigation.” i 

“And it did—eh?” 

“We must resign ourselves, I fear. That fo Girat 
his manners are abominable, but he is od 

“You think not, M. 46 juge?”’ 
It was the examining magistrate’s turn to shrug 

shoulders. aie 
_ _ “Eh bien, speaking frankly—in contac’ cn 

tendu—can you come to any other conclusion?” 
. “Frankly, M. le juge, there seem to me to pee 
points that are obscure.” it 

“Such as—?” 
- But Poirot was not to be drawn. eine 

_ “T have not yet tabulated them,” he ‘remarked. 
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, and should ie fry: to believe him guilty of sucha 
eous crime. By the way, what has he to say for him- _ 
on the matter?” 

‘magistrate frowned. 
cannot understand him. He seems incapatile b of wah 
up any sort of defense. It has been most difficult to 

‘him to answer questions. He contents himself with a 
neral denial, and beyond that takes refuge in a most 

Ow; perhaps you would like to be present?” 
We accepted the invitation with empressement. 
A distressing case,” said the magistrate with a sigh. 
y sympathy for Madame Renauld is profound. a: 
ow is Madame Renauld?” 

ay that there is no danger, but that when she comes _ 
self she must be kept as quiet as possible. It was, I _ 

rs ae quite as much the shock as the fall which eu 

: aN. Pautet leaned back, ahakine his head, with a sort of 
urnful enjoyment, as he envisaged the gloomy prospect. — 
e ‘roused. shepee at length, and observed hei a start, 

see, where did I put it?” ° 
I 1 to rummage among t his papers. At last he 

d ithe missive, and handed it to Poirot. eS 
“Tt was sent under cover to me in order that I might for- 
d it to at he ae “But as you left no address __ 

»bstinate silence. I am interrogating him again tomor- 
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“Till tomorrow then, M. le juge. Many thanks for yore 4 

courtesy and amiability.” 
“But not at all. I am always at your service. These young j 

. detectives of the school of Giraud, they are all alike—rude, ~ 
sneering fellows. They do not realize that an examining — 
magistrate of my—er—experience is bound to have a cer- — 
tain discernment, a certain—flair. Enfin! the politeness of - 
the old school is infinitely more to my taste. Therefore, my — 
dear friend, command me in any way you will. We know — 
a thing or two, you and I—eh?” 4 
And laughing heartily, enchanted with himself and with i 

us, M. Hautet bade us adieu. I am sorry to have to record ~ 
that Poirot’s first remark to me as we traversed the corri- — 
dor was: “A famous old imbecile, that onel Of a stupidity ( 
to make pity!’ ef er 
We were just leaving the building when we came face : 

to face with Giraud, looking more dandified than ever, 4 
and thoroughly pleased with himself. — a 

“Aha! M. Poirot,” he cried airily. “You have retuned 
from England then?’”’ 

“As you see,” said Poirot. 
_ “The end of the case is not far off now, I fancy.” 
“I agree with you, M. Giraud.” } 

_ Poirot spoke in a subdued tone. His crestfallen manner 
seemed to delight the other. 

“Of all the milk-and-water criminals! Not an idea of fd 
fending himself. It is extraordinary!” bgh oe 

_ “So extraordinary that it gives one to think, does it it not 
suggested Poirot mildly. : 

But Giraud was not even Tiscceinl He ewiiled his cane 
. amicably. 
“Well, good day, M. Poirot. I am glad you’ re satisfied 

of young Renauld’s guilt at last.” 
“Pardon! But I am not in the least satisfied. Jack 

nauld is innocent.” 
Giraud stared for a moment—then burst out at laughi 
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ake y your mind Sey you will not!” — 
h, well ae I ee You speak « of my manner to you 

oun! with Giraud had roused Poirot and put him on 
is mettle, 

oe piling with us back to our hotel. 

eauly, qhew soe are ake accused.” vn 
n you do not believe that Jack Renauld committed 
1e?”’ I asked eagerly. Sige 

Jertainly I don’t. I know the lad. I admit that there va 
aun one or two pings in this business that have a 

a are p yeu. “ie here, M. Stonor?” inquired als 
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fool way of taking it, I'll never believe that yack Renauld 
is a murderer.” 
My heart warmed to the secretary. His words seemed to 

lift a secret weight from my heart. 
“I have no doubt that many people feel as you do,” e 

exclaimed. “There is really absurdly little evidence against 
him. I should say that there was no doubt of his apeealy 
—no doubt whatever.” 

But Stonor hardly responded as I could have wished. 
“I'd give a lot to think as you do,” he said gravely. He 
turned to Poirot. ““What’s your opinion, monsieur?” 

“I think that things look very black against him,” said 
Poirot quietly. 

“You believe him guilty?” said Stonor sharply. ene 
“No. But I think he will find it hard to prove his i inno- 

cence.” 
“He’s behaving so damned queerly,” muttered stan 

“Of course I realize that there’s a lot more in this affair 
than meets the eye. Giraud’s not wise to that because he’s 
an outsider, but the whole thing has been damned odd. 
As to that, least said soonest mended. If Mrs. Renauld 
wants to hush anything up, I’ll take my cue from her. It’ * 
her show, and I’ve too much respect for her judgment 
shove my oar in, but I can’t get behind this attitude of 
Jack’s. Anyone would think he wanted to be thought 
uilty.” 

° “But it’s absurd,” I cried, bursting i in. “For one thing, 
the dagger—’” I paused, uncertain as to how much Poirot 
would wish me to reveal. I continued, choosing my words. 
carefully: “We know that the dagger could not have been 
in Jack Renauld’s possession that evening. Mrs. Renauld 
knows that.” 

“True,” said Stonor. “When she recovers, she will 
doubtless say all this and more. Well, I must be lea ng 
you.’ 
u “One moment.” Poirot’s hand airest@ his! departure, 



tainly. That’s easily done.” os 
‘hat point about the dagger is good, Poirot, "Turged 
went upstairs. “I couldn’t speak very planiy: before _ 

“That was quite right of you. We might as well ie co 
ie knowledge to ourselves as long as we can. As to the ~ 

er, your point hardly helps Jack Renauld. Youremem- 
sg I was absent for an hour this morning, before we 

“Well, 1s was Seeijedh ‘iin ae to find the firm Jack 
uld employed to convert his souvenirs. It was not — 

ot two > paper-knives, but three.” 
‘Sc et 2” 

t ‘i will not help u: us to save him from the guillotine.” 
‘won't come to that,” I cried, stung. 

ot shook his head uncertainly. 

Ah! oer But it is miracles you ask from me. No— __ 
‘nos . Let us instead see what is in this letter.” ao 

: he drew out the —— from his breast pocket. — 

here are other women in the world who auteh Hast- 
had 
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Dear M. Poirot: 

If you get this, I beg of you to come eto my aid. I have no ; 
one to turn to, and at all costs Jack must be saved. I im: ‘ 
plore of you on my knees to help us. 

Marthe Daubreuil. 

I handed it back, moved. 
“You will go?” 
“At once. We will command an auto.” 
Half an hour later saw us at the Villa Marguerite. Ma : 

the was at the door to meet us, and led Poirot in, clinging F 
‘with both hands to one of his. 

“Ab, you have come—it is good of you. I have been i in 
despair, not knowing what to do. They will not let me go. 
to see him i in prison even. I suffer horribly, Tr am wap, j 

crime? But that is madness. It is impossible that he shoulc 
have done it! Never for one minute will I believe it. 
“Neither do I believe it, mademoiselle,” said os 

- gently. 

Poirot, watching fees 
Marthe frowned. 

There was a hint of bitterness in her tone, 
“Stonor was in England,” I put in. 
“He says so—but who knows?” 



oe. on na she burst into tears. 
; 7. said Poirot, patting her on the shoulder. “ 

n the one of our ie for elles Masthe : 
ies When he had finished, she drew a a 



Chapter Twenty-Five eat: 

AN UNEXPECTED DENOUEMENT- 

WE WERE PRESENT THE FOLLOWING MORNING at the exami- 
mation of Jack Renauld. Short as the time had been, I 
was shocked at the change that had taken place in the 
young prisoner. His cheeks had fallen in, there were deep 
black circles round his eyes, and he looked haggard and 
distraught, as one who had wooed sleep i in vain for several 
nights. He betrayed no emotion at seeing us. 

The prisoner and his counsel, Maitre Grosier, were ac 

commodated ‘with chairs. A formidable guard with re- 
splendent saber stood before the door. The paticat greffier 
sat at his desk, The examination began. 

“Renauld,” began the magistrate, “do you deny that 
you were in Merlinville on the night of the crime?” 

__ Jack did not reply at once, then he said with a hesitancy 
of manner which was piteous, “iio you that I was eee 
Cherbourg.” 

Maitre Grosier frowned and sighed. I realized a once 
that Jack Renauld was obstinately bent on conducting | his 
own case as he wished, to the despair of his ma represen 
tative. 
The magistrate turned sharply. 
“Send in the station witnesses.” ee : 
In a moment or two the door opened to admit a ma n 

whom I recognized as being a porter at Merlinville station. : 
“You were on duty on the night of June seventh?” 
“Yes, monsieur.’ 
“You witnessed the arrival of the clevenforty train? 
“Yes, monsieur.’ AAU 3 
“Look at the prisoner. Do you recognize him Sper 

been one of the passengers to alight?” 
_ “Yes, Monsieur le juge.’ 



e is no Seomibiliey'o of your being mistaken?’ 
, Monsieur. I know M. Jack Renauld well.” 
t of aed being mistaken as to the date?” 

ng of the latter’s pen recorded the answer. 

; He took something from the table by his side and held ~ 
to the prisoner. I shuddered as I recognized the air- 

t before he answers that question.” 

dstence?” 

“ 

auld,” continued the magistrate, “do you recog- ie 

on,” cried Maitre Grosier. “I demand to speak to 

ack Renauld had no consideration for the feelings : 
tched Grosier. oe waved him aside, and ee be . 

Mattte | Grosier burst out, and again Jack over. 

| ‘on is fate. I I realized, of course, the vital paws : ee 

nder of for Bella’s a the fact that — 
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knife in her possession. He was vane shielding the! 
woman he had once loved—but at what a cost to himself! I 
began to realize the magnitude of the task I had so lightly 
set Poirot. It would not be easy to secure the acquittal of 
Jack Renauld by anything short of the truth. 

M. Hautet spoke again, with a peculiarly biting inflec 
tion: “Madame Renauld told us that this dagger was on 

her dressing- -table on the night of the crime. But Madame 
Renauld is a mother! It will doubtless astonish you, Re- 
nauld, but I consider it highly likely that Madame 
Renauld was mistaken, and that, by inadvertence per- 
haps, you had taken it with you to Paris. Doubtless vou 
will contradict me— nS 

I saw the lad’s handcuffed hands clench themselves. The 
perspiration stood out in beads upon his brow, as with a 
supreme effort he interrupted M. Hautet in a hoarse | 
voice: “I shall not contradict you. It is possible” 

It was a stupefying moment. Maitre Grosier rose to his. 
feet, protesting. “My client has undergone a considerable 

_heryous strain. I should wish it put on record that it do 
not consider him answerable for what he says.” == 

The magistrate quelled him angrily. For a moment a 
doubt seemed to arise in his own mind, Jack Renauld had 
almost overdone his part. He leaned forward — gaze 
the prisoner searchingly. 

“Do you fully understand, Renauld, that on the a 

swers you have given me I shall have no alternate ue 
to commit you for trial?” 

Jack’s pale face flushed. He looked steal back. 
“M. Hautet, I swear that I did not kill rah father.” ant 

He laughed a short, unpleasant laugh. — 
“Without doubt, without done hee are sticks i 

cent, our prisoners! By your own mouth you are 
_demned. You can offer no defense, no alibi—only < 

assertion which would not deceive a babe!—that 
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‘ aa murder—for the sake of the money which you th 
ed would come to you at his death. Your mother was 
-apsenl after the fact. Doubtless, in view of the fact — 

our crime was a horrible one—to be held in abhor- 
1ce by gods and men!” M. Hautet was enjoying himself, 

ing up his period, steeped in the solemnity of the — 
nt, and his own role as representative of justice. “You 

cH 

speak to a A not as a man, but as biel eternal Lean 

. le juge, M. le juge,” stammered the attendant, be 
there is a lady who says—who says—” is 

10 says what?” cried the incensed magistrate. “This 
y irregular. I forbid it—I absolutely forbid it.” _ 

But a slender figure pushed the stammering gendarme 
side. Dressed all in. black, with a long veil that hid her _ 

advanced into the room. — 

ny efforts were in vain. Yet I could not but admire 

ourage that had led her to take this step so unfalter- 

ised fier veil—and I gasped. For, thotashs as like 
© peas, this girl was not Cinderella! On the other 

now that I saw her without the fair wigshe had worn __ 
stage, I recognized her as She girl of the photograph _ 

| Jack Renauld’s room. — ha 
ee © Suse Instruction M. Hautet?” she hy 

leart gave a sickening throb. She had come then! 



Chapter Twenty-Six 

I ReceIvE A LETTER 

( 

‘ 

My Priend:. 
You will know all when you get this. Nothing that i can 

say will move Bella. She has gone out to give herself up. ‘ 
am tired out with struggling. f 

You will know now that I deceived you, that where you 
gave me trust I repaid you with lies. It will seem, perhaps, — 
indefensible to you, but I should like, before I go out of — 
your life forever, to show you just how it all came about. 
If I knew that you forgave me, it would make life easier for 
me. It wasn’t for myself I did it—that’s the only thing. Ic can bs 
put forward to say for myself. — 

I'll begin from the day I met you in the boat train from. 4 
Paris. I was uneasy then about Bella. She was just desperate” 5 

for a to walk on, and when he began to aches ‘and O- 
stop writing so often, she began getting in a state. She got 
it into her head that he was keen on another girl—and ia 
course, as it turned out afterward, she was quite rig. nt > 
there. She’d made up her mind to go to their villa at Mer- 
linville, and try and see Jack. She knew I was against it, 
tried to give me the slip. I found she was not on the train 

' at Calais and determined I would not go on to Eng and 
- without her. I'd an uneasy feeling that sora ae ¢ ie 

was going to happen if I couldn’t prevent it. 
I met the next train from Paris. She was on it, i 

was all strung up and set upon ree her own way. Vell,» 
I washed my hands of it. I'd done all I could! It was getting — 

: tate. I went to a hotel, and Bella started for Merl 
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ouldn't shake off my se of what the hack, call 

h es to meet at the hotel. but sia didn’t keep it. No 
2 of her all day. I got more and more anxious. Then 
an evening paper with the news. 
was awful! I couldn’t be sure, of course—but I was 

bly afraid. I figured it out that Bella had met Papa 
uld and told him about her and Jack, and that he'd 
ted her or something like that. We've both got ter- 

ib quick tempers. 
en all the masked foreigner business came out, and I 

an to feel more at ease. But it still worried me that Bella 
dn’t kept her date with me. ; 

the next morning I was so rattled that I'd just got to 
‘0 and see what I could. First thing, I ran up against you. 

know all that. When I saw the dead man, looking so 

there was the identical paper-knife—wicked little thing!— 
hat Jack had given Bella! Ten to one it had her finger 

irks on it. I can’t hope to explain to you the sort of help- 
ss horror of that moment. I only saw one thing clearly— 
must get hold of that dagger, and get right away with it 

€ og found out it was gone. I pretended to faint, 

to oe that Iwas staying at the Hétel du Phare, but 
course ca I made a beeline back to Calais, and then 

lack, and wearing Jack’s fancy overcoat, knew! And — 
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_ busy. She’d go mad if she had time to brbbt on Gite she'd : 
done. Luckily we got an engagement at once. ye 

_. And then I saw you and your friend, watching us thai 
night. I was frantic. You must suspect, or you wouldn’ 
have tracked us down. I had to know the worst, so I fol 
lowed you. I was desperate. And then, before P'd had time 
to say anything, I tumbled to it that it was me you sus 
pected, not Bella! Or at least that you thought I was Bell 
since Pd stolen the dagger. 

that moment—you'd forgive me, patie = was so fright. : 
ened, and muddled, and desperate. All I could get clearly 
was that you would try and save me.I didn’t know whether 
you'd be willing to save her. I thought very likely not—i Bs 
wasn’t the same thing! And I couldn’t risk it! Bella’s m 
twin—I’d got to do the best for her. So I went on lying. I~ 
felt mean—I feel mean still, That's all—enough too, you'l ; 
say, I expect. I ought to have trusted you. If 1 had— 

As soon as the news was in the paper that Jack Renaul. 
_ had been arrested, it was all up. Bella wouldn’ t even w 
to see how things went. 

I'm very tired. I can’t write any more. 

It was an ill-written, blurred epi but 1 bax Than ~ 
to this day. 4 ee 

my hand, and I looked across at him. 
“Did you know all the time that it was—the other 

~ “Yes, my friend.” 
“Why did you not tell me?” 

“To begin with, I could hardly believe it it omer 
that you could make such a mistake. You had seen the 

_ photograph. The sisters are very alike, Due ce no 
rg may of distinguishment.” 



wig, ‘worn isi the sake of a piquant contrast on the 
Is. it conceivable that with identical twins one 

- said Poirot dryly. “You did not give me a chance.” 
“But afterward?” 

\h, afterward! Well, to begin with, I was hurt at your 

d not have left you long in your error.” 
nodded. His tone was too affectionate for me to bear 

asa ane anew mood in Poirot. His mocking man- 
semed laid quite aside. I was able to say what I wanted 

oo much difficulty. 

for me or not!” ; 
oirot turned back the pages. 
think you are ae Hastings.” 

ae you ‘that in every line of the letter, mon ami.” 
where am I to find her? There’s no address on oe 
here’s a French stamp, that’s all.” 

he doesn’t say—she doesn’t say—well, not whether 

Aha notl, Eeave it to Papa Poirot. ; can fia ; 

as rather high-handed in your methods, mon — 

: faith in me. And then I wanted to see whether _ 
feelings would stand the test of time. In fact, — 

ther it was love, or a flash in the pan, with you. I 



do feel guilty of my father’s murder. But for me, a1 

Chapter Twenty-Seven 

Jack RENAULD’s Story —™ 

“CONGRATULATIONS, M. Jack,” said d Poirot, wringing. the 
lad warmly by the hand. 
Young Renauld had come to us as soon as he. was lit 

erated—before starting for Merlinville to rejoin Marth 
and his mother. Stonor accompanied him. His heartiness 
was in strong contrast to the lad’s wan looks. It was plain 
that the boy was on the verge of a nervous breakdown. Al. 
though delivered from the immediate peril that was ha 
ing over him, the circumstances of his release were | 
painful to let him feel full relief. He smiled mournfully a 
Poirot, and said in a low voice, “I went through it to pro- 
tect her, and now it’s all no use!” — 

“You could hardly expect the girl to accept the price of 
your life,” remarked Stonor dryly. “She was bound to come 
forward when she saw you headed straight for the guillc 
tine.” 

“Eh ma foi! and you were heading for it tool” add 
Poirot, with a slight twinkle. “You would have had Maitre 
Grosier’ s death from rage on your conscience if you. d 
gone on.” 

“He was a well meaning ass, I app said Jacke 
he worried me horribly. You see, I couldn’t very well 
him into my confidence, But, my God! what's going to 
happen about Bella?” 
_“T£ I were you,” said Poirot frankly, “I shoud’ no 

tress myself unduly. The French Courts are very le 
to youth and beauty, and the crime passionnel. A dlever 

_ lawyer will make out a great case of extconanina: ircum- 
_ stances. It will not be pleasant for you—” 

- “I don’t care about that. You see, M. Poirot, i inay 
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ement with this girl, he would be alive and well 
oday. And then my cursed carelessness in taking away 

ong overcoat. I can’t help feeling responsible for his 
th. It will haunt me forever!” 
No, no,” I said soothingly. — 
Of course it’s horrible to me to think that Bella killed © 

ther,” resumed Jack, “‘but I’d treated her shamefully. 
ter I met Marthe, and realized I’d made a mistake, I 

to have written and told her so honestly. But I was 
ified of a row, and of its coming to Marthe’s ears, 
r thinking there was more in it than there ever had 

that—well, I was a coward, and went on hoping the 
would die down of itself. I just drifted, in fact—not 
ing that I was driving the poor kid desperate. If she’d 

Is Bericht plucky. I'd have stood the racket, you 
—up to the end.” 
was silent for a moment or two, and then burst out 

suppose he’d just given the foreign hae the 
nd my 1 ee must have made a mistake about its 

‘No, no, M. Jack. Have no fears on that score. Ks for 
st, I will explain it to you one of these days. It is 

irious. But will you recount to us exactly what 
on that terrible ae 
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the grounds of the Villa Maveienie ‘Shout there. I bad 
“nearly reached the place when—” — 

He paused and swallowed. 
near” 
“I heard a terrible cry. It wasn’t loud—a sort of dicks 

and gasp—but it frightened me. For a moment I sto 
rooted to the spot. Then I came round the corner of a 
bush. There was moonlight. I saw the grave, and a figure 
lying face downward with a dagger sticking in the back. 

_ And then—and then—I looked up and saw her. She w: 
looking at me as though she saw a ghost—it' 's what she mus 
have thought me at first—all expression seemed frozen out 
of her face by horror. And then she gave a cry, and turned 
and ran.’ 
He stopped, trying to master his emotion. © 
“And afterward?” asked Poirot gently, 8 = 
“I really don’t know. I stayed there for a time, ‘tke 

And then I realized I’d better get away as fast as I coul 
It didn’t occur to me that they would suspect me, but I 
was afraid of being called upon to give evidence against 
her. I walked to St. Beauvais as I told and gor: a car 
from there back to Cherbourg.” 
A knock came at the door, and a page entered wi a 

telegram which he delivered to Stonor. He tore it ope 
“Mrs. Renauld has regained consciousness,” he saic 

' “Ah!” Poirot sprang to his feet. “Let us all g to Me 3 
ville at once!” 
A hurried departure was made forthwith. Stono 
Jack’s instance, agreed to ies behind and do all hah 

‘ j 

“4 

set off in the Renauld car. < 
The run took just over forty minutes. As: we appro 

the doorway of the Villa Marguerite, Jack Renaud 
a questioning glance at Poirot.. j 

ae aon to my mother that I am free—” 
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le you break it in person: to Mademoiselle Marthe, 
ished Poirot. “But yes, by all means, I was about 

propose such an arrangement myself.” ray: 
1C Renauld did not wait for more. Stopping the car, __ 

at first a And were met by the news of M. Re- 
murder?” 
hee truly. Not so long ago, either. But what a lot | 
gs have io ae since oe for you, aor ih 

3 Bien os Hastings. I arrange everything.” 
ou’re being a precious long time about it,” I grum- 

en the beginning, now the end,” he moralized, as 
¥ the bell. “And, considered as a case, the end is 

ly unsatisfactory.” 
indeed,” I sighed. 
are poparding it from the sentimental ‘standpoint, 

designed by Georges Conneau, that indeed is per- 
the dénouement—ah, no! Aman killed by accident 

fit of = aig ited, what order or method _ 

Paiste, the Gand ‘was opened by Frangoise. 

¢ sald woman peered him Me, cage Iremained — ; 

am pac asa detective Se in. The mise en , \ 

ot explained that he must see Mrs. Renauld at once, _ 
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in the salon. It was some time before Poirot. rea ypeared. — 
“Vous voila, Hastings! Sacré ekils but Biers : am) 

squalls ahead!” 
“What do you mean?” I cried. 
“I would hardly have credited it,” said Poirot eer 

fully, “but women are very unexpected.” : 

her at once.’ 
“But no, I tell you. Iti is better not.” 
“But Marthe and I— 

Mount, if you must, but you would be wise to be gui . 
by me.’ 
7 voice on the stairs behind made us all: start. 
“T thank you for your good offices, M. Poirot, but I 

make my own wishes clear.” 
‘We stared in astonishment. Descending the stairs, 

ing upon Léonie’s arm, was Mrs. Renauld, her head : 
bandaged. The French girl was weeping, and tnpler 
her mistress to return to bed. 

_ “Madame will kill herself. It is on to all the ( 
tor’s orders!” 

But Mrs. Renauld came on. a 
“Mother,” cried Jack, starting forward. But with : 

ture she drove him back. t 
“I. am no mother of yours! You are no. son. of 

_ From this day and hour I renounce you.” _ 
_ “Mother,” cried the lad, stupefied. 
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father’s b blond’: is on your head. You are morally 

of his death. You thwarted and defied him over 
, and by your heartless treatment of another girl, 

nonce about his Loans Go out from my house. To- 

rway in athe world as best you can with the hele of the 
who is the daughter of your father’s bitterest enemy!” 

went quickly to his assistance. 
Te is overdone,” murmured Poirot to Marthe. ° “Where 

‘But Fiecast To the Villa Marguerite. We will nurse ats 

mmon a doctor.” 
doctor was soon procured. After examining the pa- 

2 " pares it as his opinion that it was poe a case of 

ie ‘inal. , having done all we could, we left him in the 
harge of Marthe and her mother, and set out for the 

was past our usual hour of dining, and we were 
mished. The first restaurant we came to assuaged © 

pangs of hunger with an excellent omelette, and an — 
lly excellent entrecéte to follow. Ce 
nd now for quarters for the night,” said Poirot, when 



bree 

‘threshold of the door. “Do you think I wish to bran 

hands in both of mine. My eyes said the rest. 
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seme me. 
“Has an English lady, Miss Robinson, arrived?" 
“Yes, monsieur. She is in the little salon.” 
ee Ah!” 

“Poirot,” I cried, keeping pace with him as he swat! 
along the corridor, “who on earth is — Robinson?” us 

Poirot beamed kindly on me. 
“It is that I have arranged you a marriage, ‘Hastings 
“But, I say— 

“Bah!” said Poirot, giving mea friendly push over the 

aloud in Merlinville the name of Duveen?” 

Poirot cleared his throat. i 

_ “Mes enfants,” he said, “for the moment we Eee no. 

selle, were you able to do what I asked your” — 
In response, Cinderella took from her bag a 

_ wrapped up in paper, and handed it silently to oo ‘The 

_ work to do. You shall see him tomorrow.” 

_ latter unwrapped it. I gave a start—for it was the. 

most compromising of objects and docudienien 
“Trés bien, mon enfant,’ said Poirot. “Iam lead th 

you. Go now and rest yourself. Hastings here and [ have. 

“Where are you going?” asked the girl. 
“You shall hear all about it tomorrow.” 
“Because wherever you're going, I’m coming too. ae 

Noe 

“But mademoiselle—" anh eas 



‘girl made no ae 
nty minutes later we set forth. It was quite dark 
close, oppressive evening. Poirot led the Way out 

he feached the Villa Marguerite he paused. 
ery like to assure myself that all — well with 

Pibechea the gate and walked up the path. As we 
ound to Dig side of the house, I drew Poirot’s atten- 

Poe coming again?” asked Poirot in a whisper. 
tt unless we send. He is sleeping—that is the great 
Maman made him a tisarie.” 

t down again with her embroidery as we left the 
an Daubreuil accompanied us down the 



T remembered on er tips And diene felt afraid of 
_ her, as one might feel afraid of a beautiful poisonous snake. 

“I hope we have not deranged you, madame,” said Poirot 
politely as she opened the door for us to ex out. bbe 

“Not at all, monsieur.” me 
“By the way,” said Poirot, as though : struck bye an. after- 

thought, “M. Stonor has not been in Merlinville today, 
has he?” 

_ I could not at all fathom the point of this questi Ly 
which I well knew to be ancaninet as far as Poirot was 
concerned. ie 
Madame Daubreuil replied quite composedly, “Not 

that I know of.” : 
“He has not had an interview with Mrs. Renauld?” ee 
“How should I know that, monsieure” i ag 
“True,” said Poirot. “I ei cee you —_ nay 

. 
“Why— Ld I began. teh 

“No ‘whys,’ Hastings. There will be time for that Tater.” 
We rejoined Cinderella and made our way Ta n 

his shoulder once at the lighted window and the rofile 
of Marthe as she bent over her work. a 

behind some bushes to the left of the drive, Be dice 
enjoying a good view ourselves, we were betes id 

_ from sight. The villa itself was in total priee j 

which window, I noticed, was open. ‘It scented to 
it was upon this spot that Poirot's eyes were fixed. 

_ “What are we going to do?” I Medias 
“Watch, . oct Oa 

OO Eat ‘ meet iN 
“Ido not expect anything to happen fora at least an 



ut Bashed up in the eal eons room on the right- 
é of the house. The cry came from there. And 

x ine to the tree in the flower bed, he swarmed : 
it W th the agility of a cat. I followed him, as witha 

d he sprang in through the open window. Looking =e 

f 

ie of your aer retorted the ie - 
child's play to me.” 

-on the door leading into the corridor. & 
ed and bolted on the outside,” he growled. “And a 
e time to burst it open.” 

‘The cries for help were getting noticeably fainter. I 
A pair in Poirot's eyes. He and I together put our 
ulders to the door. 

erella’s voice, calm ee eae came freed 
low: “You'll be too late. I guess I’m the only — 

do eae 

p ard into space. 1 Pushed and losked ol a 
hd g saw her saad by her hands from the roof, 



214 MURDER ON THE LINKS i 
on coming with us tonight. I only pbs that she may be i in 
time. Ah!” 
A cry of absolute terror floated out into the night : as” 

the girl disappeared through the right-hand window; then | 
in Cinderella’s clear tones came the words: “No, you don’ ae 
I’ve got you—and my wrists are just like steel.” 

At the same moment the door of our prison was opened. 
cautiously by Francoise. Poirot brushed her aside uncere- 
moniously and rushed down the passage to where the 
other maids were grouped round the farther door 7g) 

“It’s locked on the inside, monsieur.” 
There was the sound of a heavy fall within. After a mo- 

ment or two the key turned and the door swung aiqys 
open. Cinderella, very pale, beckoned us in, 
“She is safe?’ demanded Poirot. 
“Yes, I was just in time. She was exhausted.” : 
Mrs. Renauld was half sitting, half lying on the bed. She 

was gasping for breath. 
“Nearly strangled me,” she murmured paiakaligog 
The girl picked up something from the floor and handed 

_ it to Poirot. It was a rolled up ladder of silk 70pe. ich fine 
but quite strong. es 

“A getaway,” said Poirot. “By the window, while 
were battering at the door. Where is—the other?” _ 

The girl stood aside a little and pointed. On the floc 
lay a figure wrapped in some dark material, a fold 

_ which hid the face. i 
“Dead?” 
She nodded. “I think so.’ 
“Head must have struck ae marble fender.” 

“But who is it?” I cried. A are 
_ “The murderer of M. Renauld, Hosting And th 
would-be murderer of Madame Renauld.” — 

Puzzled and uncomprehending, | knelt down sade Hift-— 
ing the fold of cloth, looked into the dead beautiful ul face 
of Marthe Daubreuill 

- 



Chapter Twenty-Eight 

JourNEyY’s END 

HAVE CONFUSED MEMORIES of the further events of that 
} ne Poirot seemed deaf to my repeated questions. He 

3ut you must have known,” I Tio “You were 
ken up to see her this afternoon.” 

irot deigned to attend to me for a brief moment. 
he had been wheeled on a sofa into the middle room 
boudoir,” he explained. 

‘But, monsieur,” cried Francoise, “Madame changed 
r room almost immediately after the crime! The associa- 
they were too distressing!” 

*Then why was I not told,” vociferated Poirot, striking 
le, and working himself into a first-class passion. “I 

mand you—why—was—I—not—told? You are an old 
an completely imbecile! And Léonie and Denise are 
tter. All of you are triple idiots! Your stupidity has 

arly caused the death of your mistress. But for this 
eres child—” 

e girl was Redding < over ministering to Mrs. Renauld, he 
braced her with Gallic fervor—slightly to my annoyance. 

the police. And he added, to complete my dudgeon, 
t will hardly be worth your while to return here. I shall 
too busy to attend to you, and of Mademoiselle here 
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I make a garde-malade.” Aa 

I retired with what dignity I could command. eu, 
done my errands, I returned to the hotel. I understood 
next to nothing of what had occurred. The events of the 
night seemed fantastic and impossible. Nobody would 
answer my questions. Nobody had seemed to hear them. 
Angrily I flung myself into bed, and slept ~ sleep of the 
bewildered and utterly exhausted. 

I awoke to find the sun pouring in through the open’ 
windows and Poirot, neat and smiling, sitting beside me. — 

“Enfin you wake! But it is that you are a famous sleeper, i 
Hastings! Do you know that it is nearly eleven o'clock?” : 
I groaned and put a hand to my head. ; 

-“T must have been dreaming,” I said. “Do you Feit ] 
. actually dreamed that we found Marthe Daubreuil’s body 

in Mrs, Renauld’s room, and that you declared her to have” 
murdered Mr. Renauld?” i 
“You were not dreaming. All that is quite true.” 
“But Bella Duveen killed Mr. Renauld?” ne ee 
“Oh, no, Hastings, she did not! She said she did—ye = 

but that was to save the man she loved from the sulle a 
“What?” . 
“Remember Jack Renauld’s story. They both arrived : 

on the scene at the same instant, and each took the othe 
to be the perpetrator of the crime. The girl stares at him i 
horror, and then with a cry rushes away. But when sh 
hears that the crime has been brought home to him, sh 
cannot bear it, and comes forward to accuse herself am ; 
save him from certain death.” He 

Poirot leaned back in his chair and brought the tips of 
_his fingers together in familiar style. a 
“The case was not quite satisfactory to me,” tae 
served judicially. “All along I was strongly under the in 

_ pression that we were dealing with a cold-blooded — 
premeditated crime committed by someone who had beet nm 

contented (very cleverly) with using M. Renauld’s 



e ooh If ‘ie could peehes that, there is no rea- 
y she should not have heard everything else, espe- 

if Ne and Madame Renauld were imprudent enough ~ 
ss their plans sitting on the bench. Remember how | 

- dering Mr. Renauld?” I ae 
1 “What motive? Money! M. Renauld was a millionaire 

times over, and at his death (or so she and Jack 
d) half that vast fortune would pass to his son. Let | 
mstruct the scene from the standpoint of Marthe © 

ubreuil. ; 
i: ¢ Daubreuil overhenrs what passes between Re- 

his wife. So far he has been a nice little source — 
ee the Daubreuil mother and daughter, but 

1e ne wil be a ae eee is not at all to the — 
: Mademoiselle Marthe. In fact, I doubt if she has" 

ared a straw for Jack Renauld. She can simulate emo- _ 
mn bu in ply shes is ae the same cold, alenlaene type 
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sure of her hold over the boy’s affections She had dazzle be 
and captivated him, but separated from her, as his father 
could so easily manage to separate him, she might lose 
him. But with M. Renauld dead, and Jack the heir to half 
his millions, the marriage can take place at once, and at a 
stroke she will attain wealth—not the beggarly thousands — 
that have been extracted from him so far. And her clever — 
brain takes in the simplicity of the thing. It is all so ‘easy. 
M. Renauld is planning all the circumstances of his death 4 
—she has only to step in at the right moment and turn the 
farce into a grim reality. And here comes in the second 
point which led me infallibly to Marthe Daubreuil—the 
dagger! Jack Renauld had three souvenirs made. One he | 
gave to his mother, one to Bella Duveen; was it not highly 
probable that he had given the third one to Marthe ond 
breuil? : 

“So then, to sum up, there were four points of note 
against Marthe Daubreuil: eae 

(1) Marthe Daubreuil could have overheard M. Re 
nauld’ s plans. <cieeae 

*“(2) Marthe Daubreuil had a direct interest in caus i 
M. Renauld’s death. . 

“ (3) Marthe Daubreuil was the daughter of the? noto 
ous Madame Beroldy, who in my opinion was morally Mi ate 

virtually the murderess of her husband, ah maj 

tual blow. i, 
“ (4) Marthe Daubreuil was the only person, 1 

session.” 
Poirot paused and cleared his throat. 
“Of course, when I learned of the existence of the other 

girl, Bella Duveen, I realized that it was quite penile : 

that she might have killed M. Renauld. The solution did 
_ not commend itself to me, because, as I pointed out to yon 
cy Ber, an expert, such as I am, likes to meet a aoe: 
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'y of his steel. Still one must take crimes as one finds 
not as one would like them to be. It did not seem 

likely that Bella Duveen would be wandering about 
ing a souvenir paper-knife in her hand, but of course 

ht have had some idea all the time of revenging 
self on Jack Renauld. When she actually came forward 
d confessed to the murder, it seemed that all was over. 

| yet—I was not satisfied, mon ami. I was not satisfied. 
went over the case again minutely, and I came to the 

e conclusion as before. If it was not Bella Duveen, the 
only other person who could have committed the crime was 

id sem Daubreuil. But I had not one single proof against 

Sulcic, ond I saw a chance of settling the matter once 
. The original dagger was stolen by Dulcie Duveen 
rown into the sea—since, as she thought, it belonged 

r sister. But if, by any ec it was not her sister's, 

aoe Gew was no time for as but I sought 
Mademoiselle Dulcie, told her as much as I deemed 

edful, and set her to search among the effects of her sis- 
. Imagine my elation when she sought me out (accord- 

my instructions) as Miss Robinson with the precious 
1ir in her possession! 

“In the meantime I had taken steps to force Mademoi- . 
lle Marthe into the open. By my orders, Mrs, Renauld 
pulsed her son, and declared her intention of making a 

ill on the morrow which should cut him off from ever 
ying even a portion of his father’s fortune. It was 

esperate step, but a necessary one, and Madame Re- 

uld was fully prepared to take the risk—though unfor- — 
tunately she also never thought of mentioning her change 
‘room. I supposed she took it for granted that I knew. All 
ippened as I thought, Marthe Daubreuil made a last bold 

oe 
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bid for the Renauld millions—and failed!” ‘eu 
“What absolutely bewilders me,” I said, “is how she ever 

got into the house without our seeing her. It seems an abso- 5 
lute miracle. We left her behind at the Villa Marguerite, 
we go straight to the Villa Generitve-a yet she i is thes 
before us!” 

“Ah, but we did not leave her behind. She was out 

cans say, she:-‘put it over’ on | Hercule Poirot!” eh 
“But the shadow on the blind? We saw it from the road.” 

just had time to run upstairs and take her place.” 
“Madame Daubreuil?” 
“Yes. One is old, and one is young, one dark, and 01 

fair, but, for the purpose of a silhouette on a blind, their 
profiles are singularly alike. Even I did not suspect—triple 
imbecile that I was! I thought I had plenty of time pee 

selle Marthe.” 
“And her object was to murder Mrs. Renan 

of chloroform and a hypodermic syringe containing z a fat: 
dose of morphine. You understand? The chloroform fir 
—then when the victim is unconscious the prick | of 

- needle. By the morning the smell of the chloroform: 
guite disappeared, and the ei “ds where it it has fa 

not say that I should not be | if on bees 
- came unhinged. Altogether a most aaete aa the Re 
Case!’ 
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“T wever, Hastings, things did not go quite as Made- 
moiselle Marthe had planned. To begin with, Madame 

ud was awake and waiting for her. There is a strug- 
But Madame Renauld is terribly weak still. There is a 

t chance for Marthe Daubreuil. The idea of suicide is 
,end, but if she can silence Madame Renauld with her 

hands, make a getaway with her little silk ladder 
we are still battering on the inside of the farther 
‘and be back at the Villa Marguerite before we re-. 
there, it will be hard to prove anything against her. 

s was checkmated—not by Hercule Poirot—but by 
betite acrobate with her wrists of steel.” 

used over the whole story. 
en did you first begin to suspect Marthe Daubreuil, 

ot? When she told us she had overheard the quarrel in 
“ = ria 

friend, do you remember when we drove into Mer- 
that first day? And the beautiful girl we saw stand- 

the gate? You asked me if I had not noticed a young 
ss, and I replied to you that I had seen only a girl 
anxious eyes. That is how I have thought of Marthe 

il from the beginning. The girl with the anxious 
es! Why was she anxious? Not on Jack Renauld’s behalf, 

did not know then that he had been in Merlinville 
ous evening.” 

By the way,” I exclaimed, “how is Jack Renauld?” 
“Much better. He is still at the Villa Marguerite. But 

1¢ Daubreuil has nee seein The police are look- 
for her. ” 

Jas she in with her daughter, do you think?” 
Ve shall never know. Madame is a lady who can keep 
a And I doubt very much if the police will ever 
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“It will be a terrible shock to hin 
“Naturally. And yet, do you know, Hastings, 1 I aeibe if. 

his heart was ever seriously engaged. So far we have looked 
upon Bella Duveen as a siren, and Marthe Daubreuil as 
the girl he really loved. But I think that if we reversed the — 
terms we should come nearer to the truth. Marthe Dau-— 
breuil was very beautiful. She set herself to fascinate Jack, 
and she succeeded, but remember his curious reluctance to- 
break with the other girl. And see how he was willing to 
go to the guillotine rather than implicate her. I have a_ 
little idea that when he learns the truth he will be horrified | F 
—revolted, and his false love will wither away.” 

“What about Giraud?” 
“He has a crise of the nerves, that one! He has een 

obliged to return to Paris.” : 
We both smiled. a 
Poirot proved a fairly true prophet. When at tength¢ she} 

doctor pronounced Jack Renauld strong enough to hear 
the truth, it was Poirot who broke it to him. The shock 
was indeed terrific. Yet Jack rallied better than I could 
have supposed possible. His mother’s devotion helped him 
to live through those difficult days. The mother and 
were inseparable now. ; 

There was a further revelation to come. Poirot ha 
quainted Mrs. Renauld with the fact that he knew hi 
secret, and had represented to her that Jack should not 
left in ignorance of his father’s past. 

“To hide the truth, never does it avail, smadamel 
brave and tell him wba has» “a 

son learned that the father he had loved had been i inact u a 
fact a fugitive from justice. A halting question was prom E - 
ly answered by Poirot. ‘; 

“Reassure yourself, M. Jack. The world knows noth 
As far as I can see, there is no obligation for me to’ 

: the penis into my confidence. Throughout the ¢ case am 
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' acted, not for them, but for your father. Justice overtook 
_ him at last, but no one need ever know that he and Georges 
Conneau were one and the same.” 

| There were, of course, various points in the case that 
| remained puzzling to the police, but Poirot explained 
things in so plausible a fashion that all query about them 

was gradually stilled. 
| Shortly after we got back to London, I noticed a mag- 
Retent model of a foxhound adorning Poirot’s mantel- 
cee. In answer to my inquiring glance, Poirot nodded. 

“Mais, oui! I got my 500 francs! Is he not a splendid 
fellow? I call him Giraud!” 

A few days later Jack Renauld came to see us with a reso- 
__ lute expression on his face. 
| °M. Poirot, I've come to say good-by. I’m sailing for 
| South America almost immediately. My father had large 
) interests over the continent, and I mean to start a new 

life out there.” 
» “You goalone, M. Jack?” 

' “My mother comes with me—and I shall keep Stonor on 
_ asmy secretary. He likes out of-the-way parts of the world.” 

“No one else goes with you?” 
Jack. flushed. “You mean—?” 

a ‘A girl who loves you very dearly—who has been willing 
Be ey down her life for you.” 
» “How could I ask her?” muttered the boy. “After all 

‘ that has happened, could I go to her and—oh, ‘what sort 
_ of a lame story could I tell?” 
- “Les femmes—they have a wonderful genius for manu- 

oa facturing crutches for stories like that.” 
an _ “Yes, but—I’ve been such a damned fool!” 

= “So have all of us, one time and another,” observed 
_ Poirot philosophically. 

But Jack’s face had hardened. 
' “There’s something else. I’m my father’s son. Would 
"anyone marry me, knowing that?” 
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_ Go then to Mademoiselle Bella. Tell es epee 
nothing back—and see what she will say! 

. forward to a new and wonderful life. Ask her to 
with you. 

- You have both been willing to lay dows yee lives 

_ icler of these pages? 

- you know what he said?” 

And Dulcie seems so unfamiliar. So it’s got 
derella. Cinderella married the prince, yor 

hot a prince, but—” Gee 

Hell!’ said the. prince—and kissed her” 3 

“You are your father’s son, you i's 
tell you that I believe in mA 7 

“Well, then—” : 

Jack looked irresolute. ayy : 
“Go to her as a boy no longer, but a man—a man bowed 

by the fate of the past and the fate of ‘today, but lookin 

You may not realize it, but your loy 
other has been tested in the fire and not found wanti 

other.” Ms 
And what of Captain Arthur Hastings, humble chro 

on 
BS 

There is some talk of his joining the Renaud 
ranch across the seas, but for the end of bie sto: 

Bo peiieve: 
“I can’t call you Bella,” I said, “since it j isn’t 

She interrupted me. 

scullion after all— i 

5 “No?” . 

Ao I suited the action to the word. 
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. believed it was‘a crime for a man to die 

on his own golf/ course. And it was—the 
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